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SPECIMENS OF THE OPINIONS OF THE PRESS, Ac. 

“ The spirit busa thing through these poems is truly genial, and, to our 
mind, fascinating .”—Eclectic Review . 




“ The Revolutions of 1848-49 have found an eloquent and gifted min¬ 
strel in the author of this volume. As we read his fiery and flowing strains, 
we live over again that tumultuous and astounding year, and are stirred 
with an excitement little short of that produced by the actual events. The 
remarkable scenes which occurred over Europe, and overpowered the ima¬ 
gination by their rapidity and grandeur, are depicted in strong and poetic 
language, and with panoramic effect. ****** t rp^ e flight G f Met- 
ternich/ ‘The Emancipation of the Press/ ‘The Massacre of Naples,* 
‘The War-cry of the Roman Insurrectionists/ are all very powerful pieces. 
****** The other poems of the volume consist of ‘ The New Mar¬ 
seillaise/—a fine outburst of popular sentiment, which we would gladly 
quote, if space permitted,—‘ Light and Darkness/ ‘ The Legend of Judith,' 
and translations from the ‘Rongelieder.’ The latter breathe all the fire 
and spirit of the German original, and would be sufficient of themselves to 
establish the reputation of the author. ‘ The Legend of Judith,’ is taken 
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from the story of Judith and Holofernes in the Apocrypha. The incidents 
are managed with genius, and the imagery of the piece is rich and striking/’ 
—North British Daily Mail. 

“ We totally differ from Mr Jeffrey as to the value of the Revolutions. 
His * Lays,’ however, are dashed off with the ringing force 9 f poetic vi¬ 
gour.”— Galloway Herald and Register. 

“ The poetry is good; and in it the author has ably attacked the system 
so long autocratic in the centre and east of Europe,—a system which has 
been inimical to liberty, and has triumphed over the murders of some of 
the noblest patriots that ever graced the human form.”— Cambridge Inde¬ 
pendent Press. 

“ It would be no difficult task to cull from the * Lays of the Revolutions’ 
poetical texts for the history of the two years that have just terminated. 
The author has looked upon them with a poet’s eye, and what is more, 
with an anxious sympathy in the popular movements, into all of which he 
has entered with a spirit of devoted earnestness. He has, for the time 
being, thoroughly identified himself with his particular theme, and has, 
therefore, succeeded in presenting it in such an impassioned tone to the 
mind of the reader, as cannot fail to be impressive. Like the Revolutions 
which are its subject, the tide of his song rushes impetuously forth ; and 
while we are about to remark some minor blemish in the composition, or 
to protest against some jarring note which destroys v it#cadence, we are 
fairly carried past, and absorbed by the headlong enthusiasm of the 
author.”— Dumfries Standard. 

“ Contains pieces of really good poetiy.”— Berwick Advertiser. 

“ Every period of struggle for truth, for reformation, for freedom, has 
thrown out men with the divine gift of poesy, who, having clearly beheld 
the floating thought, and interpreted the aspirations of their age, have re¬ 
presented those thoughts and aspirations in the concrete forms which 
have such power among the masses, moving hearts, swaying convictions, 
awakening echoes. The volume before us displays right thinking, sound 
feeling, and a spirit free and energetic. Take, as a specimen, the follow¬ 
ing stanzas from the “ War-Cry of the Roman Insurrectionists.”— London 
Nonconformist. 

“ This is a volume of poetry written by one evidently filled with an im¬ 
passioned love of freedom and a hatred of despotism in all its forms. 
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Nearly each of the Revolutions and great commotions which occurred in 
1848-49, and which have made, of those years, one of the most remarkable 
periods in the history of Europe, has afforded him an occasion for the ex- 

{ session of his sympathies .and dislikes, and these have been uttered in 
anguage which certainly cannot be said to be deficient either in vigour or 
fancy. In nearly all the pieces, there is an unmistakeable indication of 
true poetic feeling breaking forth from a mind alike sensitive and ardent.” 
—Liverpool Mercury. 

“ Well and powerfully the poet has done his work ."Gateshead Observer. 

“ This volume will be perused with interest by those who abhor tyranny 
and oppression in any shape.”— Oxford Chronicle. 

“ One of the few attempts which have been made to illustrate, in poetry, 
the intensely poetical epoch of European history which has just passed. If 
the author would consult his own safety, let him not be tempted to take a 
continental tour for seven summers to come. Any one stanza from his 
ballads on Hungary, or the fall of Rome, would be sufficient to deliver him 
over to the tormentors in Austria, or confine him in the Castle of St An¬ 
gelo, should the Pope ever return. * * * * Spirited, forcible, and well 
written. The following couplets, from a poem on Goethe’s death-bed prayer 
for light, though not in connection with the Revolutions, are very good 
specimens of the best parts of the volume, and will be read with pleasure 
by all.”— Scottish Press. 

“These 'Lays’ deserve to be read wherever exist men who value the 
blessings of freedom and aspire to break the chains of oppression. It is 
much to Mr Jeffrey’s credit that he dares to denounce the journals of this 
country, that have been found willing to prostitute their pages to the ap¬ 
probation of reactionary crime. * * * We have very great pleasure in 
recommending the volume to our readers. We trust it will find a wide 
and well merited circulation.”— London Weekly Payer. 

“ We have read many odes, lyrics, and verses, upon the French, Ro¬ 
man, and Hungarian struggles for freedom ; but nothing at all approach¬ 
ing, in nervous energy, the poems now before us. These ' Lays’ are, in 
fact, the battle-songs of the multitude.”— Bradford Observer. 

“ True poetic fire in these * Lays.’ They are fervid, bold, and trumpet- 
toned. They stir the blood, and rouse the spirit. The sympathies of Mr 
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Jeffrey are thoroughly with the struggling Peoples ; his hatred of tyranny 
and his love of liberty are intense, and his aspirations for human progress, 
fervent and sanguine. We have read his eloquent preface with almost as 
much pleasure as his poetic effusions. * * * Among the poems on more 
general subjects, the ' Jfew Marseillaise’ is a noble embodiment of the sen¬ 
timent of human progjg^ss. The volume ought to be in the hands of every 
friend of liberty and loyer of his kind .”—Leeds Times . 

* 

“ Mr Jeffrey has miich of the poetic fire. The chief or only fault to be 
found with his utterances is that they are somewhat too fervid and fiery.” 
— Scotsman:, 


“Those wild, fiery, sounding 'Lays.’ * * * Mr Jeffrey’s war-poetry 
is more to our mind than any we ever read, in so far as its spirit and tone 
are concerned. It is just and defensive war alone that his song seeks to 
hallow. Ne*er, surelwhas genius more degraded herself than when gild¬ 
ing the fields arid/con^Jpp% the banners of unjust or equivocal war. The 
sun and the starsm^Mend their* fight to the worst atrocities of the battle¬ 
field, but is genius found by the same compulsion V — Rev. G. Gilfillan in 
“ Hogg’s Instructor .” * 

“ Full of vehement poetry ; burning with heroic hatred of the despicable 

S owers of darkness that, for a while,—for it is but for a while,—have 
immed, not quenched, the star of continentalfreedom.”— Douglas Jerr old. 

“ Gallant, earnest, and truthful.”— Charles Dickens . 

“ An animated and interesting volume. It is, I am sure, from our own 
time, that true poetry of the time must come; and verses such as these 
have historical value as well as poetical merit.”— R. Monkton Miles, M.P. 

“ Poems full of spirit and power.”— Lord Dudley Stuart. 

“ I am reading the volume with great interest and delight.”— Walter 
Savage Landor . 

“ The ' Lays * are full of animation and enthusiasm, of real poetic fire, 
and of sincere sympathy with progress and the people.”— John Robertson. 

“ There can be no difference as to the poetical merits of the volume, which 
I have read with much admiration.”— Professor Aytoun. 
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The greater number of the following Poems,—written during 
brief intervals snatched from the paramount duties of an oner¬ 
ous and responsible profession,—have already seen the light in 
a fugitive shape; and the measure of favour with which they 
were then received, has induced their republication, with the 
addition of a few others of kindred character, in the present 
less ephemeral form. 

The author does not hesitate to rank, immediately after the 
enunciation of those grand truths that affect man’s everlasting 
destiny, the open and untrammelled utterance of whatever 
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PREFACE. 


bears upon his temporal welfare,—the vital principles lying at 
the basis of his social and political freedom. He is, moreover, 
unwilling that an epoch unparalleled in European history 
should pass away, without some attempt,—feeble though it 
prove,—being made to embody, in the semblance of verse, 
certain of its more startling and salient characteristics. Hence 
the subsequent pieces,—a majority of which are now, for the 
second time, given to the public. 

It will easily be perceived by the reader that the author’s 
sympathies are all on the side of the Revolutions* This predi¬ 
lection he does not attempt to repudiate; and would be pre¬ 
pared to justify at length, did space permit. In the gigantic 
changes of 1848-49, he sees a living and exhilarating protest 
against the atrocious system that had so long reigned nearly 
autocratic in the centre and east of Europe,-^-a system founded 
on the wreck both of secular and spiritual liberty, fondly 
cherishing with what might almost be styled religious reverence 
the social rubbish of the middle ages, and trampling recklessly 
in the dust the slightest token of awakening life. But the 
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patience of men was finally exhausted; and at the very first 
signal of their united efforts, the old dominancy of Absolutism, 
—built up with painful care, as a perennial fabric, by the Nes¬ 
selrodes and Metternichs of the Past,—vanished like a hideous 
spectre. More of the properly religious element may, indeed, 
with justice be desiderated in the recent heroic struggle for po¬ 
litical enfranchisement put forth by the continental nations; 
yet even irreligious freedom is infinitely preferable to irreligious 
tyranny,—for in the one lies the possible seed of future spiri¬ 
tual development, while the other systematically annihilates 
such development in its minutest germ. And as to the charge 
of deliberate violence and wholesale bloodshed brought against 
the Revolutions and their abettors,—changes equally remark¬ 
able have never occurred in the entire history of the world, un¬ 
stained, on the part of their adherents, by an equally trivial 
amount of guilt. With the exception of solitary cases, so rare 
and unjustifiable as the assassination of Count Rossi in Rome, 
and the murder of Count Latour in Vienna, the revolutionary 
annals present a matchless picture of comparative,generosity, 
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clemency, and honour. The true apostles of carnage have been 
the generalissimos of the restored despotisms. Sicily’s fertile 
territory, with its sacked and smoking cities, transformed to 
an Aceldama of horrors; the Lombardo-Venetian kingdom, 
ruined by innumerable fines, and wasted by a licentious soldiery; 
the patriot flower of the Rhenish provinces massacred by Pnis- 
sian armies; Neapolitan dungeons choked with thousands of 
the noblest citizens ; the Crosier’s accursed regime re-inaugu- 
rated at Rome amid the cognate brutalities of the Inquisition ; 
Radetzkis sitting at the foul feet of Milanese courtesans, and 
gloating over the dastardly bastinado inflicted on defenceless fe¬ 
males ; congenial Haynaus perpetrating in subjugated Hun¬ 
gary diabolical butcheries that recal the most savage ages, and 
bid fair to make the name of Austria an eternal symbol of the 
concentrated infamy of Europe :—these are the doings of Reac¬ 
tion ; and of such doings the foes of the Revolutions every¬ 
where, like all the enemies of freedom, wax eloquent in their 
sickening praise. It is one of the darkest features of the pre¬ 
sent crisis, that newspapers professing to advocate the great 
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cause of liberty,—nay, even journals that denominate them¬ 
selves, and are denominated by others, par excellence , “ Evan¬ 
gelical,”—should be found willing to prostitute their pages to 
the approbation of reactionary crime. 

That Reaction has, apparently, in the meantime triumphed. 
But its triumph is, in the author’s opinion, only momentary,— 
a lull before the storm, an interval given to prepare for the 
final conflict. Would that the brief period of repose were 
rightly used ! Then, perhaps, men might discover, that it is 
not, after all, on brute force embodied in enormous armaments, 
or on worn-out traditions of ancestral statesmanship, or on once 
omnipotent though now disjointed oligarchies, or on the mu¬ 
tual counterpoise of great patrician factions, or on central Ca¬ 
marillas that sit in permanence to place their iron heel upon 
the first faint glimmering symptom of resuscitated life among 
the masses, or on the tortuous Diplomacy that still lingers in 
the earth as if reluctant to depart,—the last political debris of 
an elder and darker era ; that it is not on any or the whole of 
such combined that the ideal of true government and the edifice 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



XIV 


PREFACE. 


of durable legislative systems must be built;—but on those 
high principles of unchanging truth and justice that find their 
archetype in God, and their clear and faithful portraiture in the 
pages of His Word eternal. 

That the subsequent verses may supply a commentary, how¬ 
ever feeble, on the preceding wish, is the author's sincere 
desire. 

Douglas, November 1849. 
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LAYS 


OF 

THE REVOLUTIONS. 


THE ROYAL DREAMER. 


A hundreb different causes have been assigned as originating the Re¬ 
volution of February 1848, in France. It has all along appeared to us 
that its true source is to be found in the personal character of the 
sovereign, and the line of politics he consequently adopted. The Re¬ 
volution of February was a colossal protest against the disgrace and 
debasement of the ruling powers. Louis Philippe’s entire reign 
pointed at the selfish aggrandizement of his own family; and this it 
was that necessarily resulted in his fall. In the following poem, we 
have endeavoured to concentrate the more startling particulars of the 
latter part of his regime,—the Spanish marriages, the scandalous 
policy pursued in the case of Tahiti, and other infamies akin to these. 
Perhaps the most convincing corroboration of Louis Philippe’s real 
guilt is to be discovered in the fact, that while all the former phases of 
French history—the period of the first republic, the gory autocracy 
even of Robespierre, the brilliant days of the Consulate and the Em¬ 
pire, the restoration and resuscitated supremacy of the elder Bourbons 
—have obtained apologists and admirers, the subverted throne of the 
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LAYS OP THE REVOLUTIONS. 


Orleans dynasty has found not a single defender of note in any free 
European country, — with the exception, by the way, of Lord 
Brougham; and his panegyrics, in such a case as this, are tantamount 
to the condemnation of all honest men. 


On the fair Chateau of Neuilly lies midnight’s massive gloom, 
Overhanging all its halls and towers as with a vaulted tomb,— 
Rayless, save when roaring winds hurl back the vast embattled 
clouds, 

And one moment flash the deep red stars forth from their 
folded shrouds. 


ii. 

Silence through the arch of heaven — silence in the world 
below— 

Silence sways its leaden sceptre o’er that slumber-bound 
* Chateau; 

It was but a fleeting instant, for once more are ringing clear 
From the zenith to eartl^s centre, fierce, the tempest’s notes 
of fear! 


hi. 

Dying to the gentlest whisper, fading like a breath away, 
Rising to a louder echo, mounting up in maddening play, 
Booms again the wind’s artillery, and rocks in thundering ire 
All the cluster’d mass of building rare from base to topmost 
spire. 
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IV. 

Has a spell then bound the inmates! for they sleep as sleep 
the dead; 

Save in yon far chamber to the west, we hear no voice or 
tread; 

Even there an hour has fleeted by since Louis wakerife sought 

On his pillow rest from brooding fears, and balm for burning 
thought. 


v. 

Look ye there, ye worshippers of Craft! that fawn and flatter 
still, 

When the baseness of a Monarch works the prostrate Nations’ 

ill; 

Look ye there, ye crouching satraps, knaves of supple heart 
and knee! 

Ye who waste your lives in forging lies to chain the True and 
Free ! 


VI. 

Now behold your sleeping demigod, Ulysses of his time,— 
Who behind the July barricades rose like a Star sublime, 
With his false and double lustre luring Europe through the 
gloom— 

Look ! in dreams he reads past wickedness, the presage of his 
doom. 
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LAYS OF THE REVOLUTIONS. 


VII. 

Oh, that agony of agonies!—the old deep smile has flown, 

And with clench and open clutch, by turns, his hands are 
round him thrown, 

Grasping at the weary bed-clothes — while some muttered 
words are heard, 

As the ghastly vision glimmers forth and claims his heart’s re¬ 
gard. 


VIII. 

Shadows by the flickering lamp-light stream along the cur¬ 
tain’d wall; 

But there steps a queenly figure there , the foremost of them 
all,— 

And she turns her to the sleeper, and she glares upon his face, 

While her own is scorching to the bone with Woman’s felt 
disgrace. 


IX. 

It is she of Spain—crown’d Isabel,— Ulysses, seest thou her? 

Does the fever-blood within thy veins still fiercer throb and 
stir? 

As the victim meets the serpent that has lured her to the 
death,— 

For the wreck of her royal womanhood died by thy poison 
breath. 
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x. 

Female virtue crushed and smitten black by one enormous crime; 

And the Orleans’ honour grown a jeer for all succeeding time ; 

And a young fresh life for ever tied in prostituted love 

Fast to him she loathed—Great God! why sleep thy thunder¬ 
bolts above S 

XI. 

“ Let them slumber on—what matters it —so may his cour¬ 
tiers cry ; 

Their Ulysses did but filch a crown, they ask not how or why ; 

Triumphing themselves to rake amidst the mire of the abyss, 

In whose slough their Master steeped them—for a wise old 
King is this! 

XII. 

But the queenly figure vanishes, while louder roars the storm; 

And behind the Daughter of Castile troops many a glimmering 
form ; 

Blood-drenched Praslin, pale-faced Guizot, thicker pours the 
spectral dance— 

Reeling round the Aristocracy, the Intellect of France ! 


XIII. 


And as pauses the fierce tempest, and its thunder dies away, 
Dawns upon the embroidered curtains sweet the Polynesian day, 
Flashing down on golden islands now all blasted to a hell,— 
For the Rome that royal Amelia had loved so passing well. 
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LAYS OF THE REVOLUTIONS. 


XIV. 

But the phantoms round the sleeper move in swifter eddying 
swirl, 

Till a shadowy guillotine looms forth from out the incessant 
whirl, # 

Dyed to crimson,—while a headless trunk beneath the glitter¬ 
ing knife 

Madly spouts its purple tide;—Old Man, ’tis he who gave 
thee life! 

xv. 

“Joinville, up! d’Aumale, Montpensier ! ” with half-choked 
shout he cries, 

Calling Wild the brotherhood for whom he forged his splendid lies; 

“ Ho ! Nemours, Montpensier, d’Aumale !”—hark how the 
fierce winds laughed— 

Ringing in reply, loud death-knell to all dynasties of Craft. 

XVI. 

Never more shall Falsehood pile her throne high on a Nation’s 
wreck, 

Aye bespattering it with those sweet words that' tyrants’ 
chains bedeck; 

Never more shall our Young Europe cower beneath the gilded 
rod, 

For the race of Metternichs has passed—crushed by the bolts 
of God. 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



HYMN OF THE MILANESE. 


7 


XVII. 

Oar Young Europe!—blessings on her!—foremost she to do 
and dare; 

Let her plunge into the Future, though all obstacles were there; 
Filled with faith in Heaven’s high Lord, and in His Gospel’s 
glorious tale,— 

And a thousand royal Neuillys are nothing in the scale ! 


HYMN OF THE MILANESE 

BEFORE THE REVOLT OF LOMBARDY. 

The liberty of unenfranchised Europe, it was long ago predicted by 
sagacious politicians, must be gained on an Italian battle-field. There, 
—and not in the heart of the Continental States,—must the iron rod 
of Austria be broken. This prophecy has been strangely verified, inas¬ 
much as the Lombardo-Venetian Kingdom showed full ripeness for re¬ 
volt ere the French Revolution of 1848. But the success of the 
Parisians administered a vast stimulus to the efforts of the Milanese, 
and aided, beyond copception, in the temporary expulsion of their ances¬ 
tral Austrian tj rants. The yoke of the House of Hapsburg-Lorraine 
was in all respects (we speak advisedly) Irutalizing ; and the struggle 
of the Lombards to repudiate it is one of the noblest recorded in history. 


By the spirits of our fathers, 

By the ashes of their tombs, 

By the light a high heart gathers, 

Even from its dungeon-glooms; 

y Google 


Digitized by * 



8 


LAYS OF THE REVOLUTIONS. 


By the Lombards’ ancient glories, 

Burning through the gulf of time, 

By the Past’s immortal stories 

Stamped in prose and verse sublime,— 
Storm, Milanese, on the Austrian legions, 
Wash, in their blood, our fair Italy’s regions 
Free from the stain of long years of crime ! 


ii. 

Shall the other prostrate Nations 
From the opiate slumber burst, 

Wrapt in which for generations 
They were bound by chains accursed ? 

Shall the Dawn of new opinions 
Flush with fire the startled world, 

While we lie like trampled minions, 

Into sleep and darkness hurled f 
No ! Milanese, let us conquer or perish, 
Triumph or die for the great hopes we cherish ; 
On, with the standard of Freedom unfurled ! 


Europe summons us to battle 
By the music of her deeds— 

Even as, when thunders rattle, 

Peal to peal in heaven succeeds ; 

And each link of bondage broken, 

Each old Despotism annulled* 
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Rings, a glad and sanguine token, 

On our ears by serfage dulled. 

Ay ! Milanese, it calls us in chorus 
On to the garden of glory before us; 

There must the flowers for our garlands be culled ! 

IV. 

Far behind us, in the distance, 

Lies the bitter, burning shame 
Of our passive half-resistance 
To the tyrant’s sword and name. 

We have almost kissed the scourges 
Lifted up to smite us low ; 

Shame of shame ! it spurs and urges 
Lombards on to crush the foe. 

Pile, Milanese, the steep barricades’ shelter, 

Till the red rivers all merrily welter 

Round them, as bubble the waves of the Po ! 

v. 

Far behind us lies the sorrow— 

Lie the anguish and the pain— 

Which we vow to quench to-morrow 
In a bath of bloody rain. 

Far behind us lie forgotten 
Jeers that sting and irons that gall; 

Now the fruit droops ripely rotten, 

Nodding to its longed-for fall. 
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Shake then the tree, with a grasp like a giant— 
Shake, when both time and occasion are pliant— 
Shake, when the millions of Italy call! 


VI. 

And before us glances golden, 

In the Future’s vista far, 

Formerly all unbeholden— 

Constellation—star on star; 

Name and fame, high hopes and ample, 

Realised in years to come, 

If upon the slaves we trample 

Who have kept us blind and dumb. 

Blind, when the daylight around us was breaking 
Dumb, when the thunders of Europe were waking 
Tread, Milanese, on the Austrian scum ! 

VII. 

And before us shine the Ages, 

Luminous in Freedom’s sun— 

Radiant on historic pages, 

Through the triumphs we have won. 

Woman’s love, her deep devotion— 

Priceless jewels—will be ours, 

If we crush the snake whose motion 
Slimed our country’s fairest flowers. 

Up ! Milanese, then, and arm for to-morrow; 
Fire from altars celestial borrow, 

Armour and fire from heavenly powers ! 
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VIII. 

By all bonds of Faith and Duty; 

By Affection’s strong command ; 

By the old eternal Beauty— 

Dowry of our Fatherland; 

By the golden fruitage, gleaming 
Star-like through the cluster’d trees, 

Where the nightingale’s sweet dreaming 
Breaks in music ’mid the breeze ; 

Lombardy, up! no longer at variance, 

March as one man, till the northern barbarians 
Flee to their homes where the icicles freeze! 


IX. 

By our land’s high-hearted daughters, 

With the bright flash in their eyes,— 

As when clear Italian waters 
Mirror back Italian skies ; 

By the temples doomed to perish, 

Yet in ruin all divine ; 

By the fanes we love and cherish ; 

By the Heaven for which we pine; 

Pour, Milanese, on the Austrian cravens, 
Leave them a feast for our Lombardy’s ravens, 
On ! till the red rays of Liberty shine ! 
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x. 

And—0 God of battles, hear us! 

On our bended knees we call; 

Only when Thine arm is near us, 

Can we hope to vanquish all!— 

With Thy thunders, to Vienna, 

Chase their crushed and baffled host, 
From the realm that grew Gehenna 
When they first its limits crossed ! 

Hear us ; x>ur ranks are feeble and lowly; 
But our great cause ,—it is noble and holy ; 
Hear us ; if Heaven be deaf, we are lost! 


THE FLIGHT OF METTERNICH. 

Metternich, for many years, was the evil genius of Central Europe. It 
was under his regime, as Chancellor of the Empire, that Austria 
gained her well-merited but infamous notoriety as the sternest oppo¬ 
nent of progression and reform, as the great continental incubus 
weighing down alike individual and national freedom, as the perpe¬ 
trator of atrocities that will blacken the political page of the nine¬ 
teenth century to all fiiture time. He ha3 fallen, and fallen for ever; 
let us hope that his principles have fallen with him too. 


i. 

Through the City of the Emperors, a living ocean streams, 
And the roar of gathering millions booms, and armour clangs 
and gleams; 
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For Vienna bursts her manacles, and flings the iron away 
That has festered in her children’s hearts, until this glorious day. 


ii. 

From the western sky strange lightnings flash, they crimson 
all the air, 

Dyeing fort and rampart, church and tower, with sudden blood- 
red glare— 

Fiery symbol of the vengeance, which so many years of shame 

Summon down on the Arch-traitor—’tisAf* palace feeds the flame! 

hi. 

Up !—to horse ! to horse ! then, Metternich! the steed ac¬ 
coutred stands ;* 

Swifter than the tempest mount him, clutch the rein with 
trembling hands— 

Ere the wild and lawless myriads tear thy body limb from limb, 

As the Seigneurs would have torn their Serfs, in ages old and dim. 

iv. 

Mount, diplomatist, and spur for life ! thy way is lighted far 

By the villa’s crackling funeral pile, like red Destruction’s star : 

It will guide thee on thy weary road, a last expiring ray 

Of the vast despotic Monarchies, now smouldering to decay. 


* “ At the palace of the Emperor of Austria a horse is always kept saddled and 
bridled, during the night, for him to mount .”—Turnbulfs Austria. 
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Yes ! the knell of doom has tolled at length, the prophecy’s ful¬ 
filled— 

“ After me the deluge” *—God His flood of waters now has 
willed; 

And the surges, lashed to tempest, which no ark of safety rides, 

Storm against the thrones of Europe with the thunder of their 
tides. 


VI. 

Where has fled the subtle network which thy skilful fingers 
spun ? 

Where the triumphs of Chicanery, on palace backstairs won! 

Where the parchment meshes meant to weave in vassalage the 
world ? 

Find dread answer in those blazing walls, that flag of flame un¬ 
furled ! 


VII. 

Spur the steed, 0 sage diplomatist, the peril is not past; 

Ride yet swifter for dear life, as if each moment were the last; 
Should the Orders of thy Chivalry encumber thee in flight— 
Hurl them in the mire —there let them splash—a burial fit and 
right. 


* Metternich’s well-known prophetic saying in reference to himself. 
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VIII. 

For the stars and ribbons won by Fraud are brands of black 
disgrace; 

And a Metternich’s Diplomacy is treason to his race; 

And the cloak of smooth sweet cringing smiles that hides 
tyrannic lies, 

On the loom of the Abyss was wrought, and tinctured with its 
dyes ! 


IX. 

Ay ! bethink thee in this mortal hour of stinging shame and pain, 

How the tear-drops from a thousand eyes were showered like 
fiery rain— 

When their owners, pent in dungeons, pined for freedom and 
the free, 

And all crushed by despot’s fetters, cursed their source of grief 
in thee. 


x. 

Rise not up before thee, Metternich! the Austrian prisons 
damp? 

Rise not up the bread and water, and the one small noisome 
lamp ? 

Rise not up the patriot spectres ? Flings not every passing 
breeze 

Moans of agony athwart thine ear, till blood and vitals freeze 
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XI. 

Rise not up the ghosts of mothers, with their wild and piteous 
wail, 

And of daughters, all their beauty blanched to alabaster pale, 

Grouching in the dust before thee, for their sons and their be¬ 
trothed— 

Woman’s holiest self-martyrdom, in sight of him they loathed l 

XII. 

Rise not up the prematurely dead, whose hearts were racked 
away 

By the Policy that sports with life, and jeers at its decay ? 

Rise not up the jet-black tresses turned by half a year of woe 

In those sweet Imperial dungeons, to the white of winter’s 
snow ? 

XIII. 

Worst of all—the truth’s assassin— ^quencher of that living 
spark, 

Which Jehovah from His altar gave to light man through the 
dark; 

Choking by despotic censorship the utterance of Thought, 

Till with slavery’s pigmy formula into accordance brought. 

xiv. 

Faster, faster from Vienna, star’d and ribbon’d Prince of 
Craft, 
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Speed thy flight before the Avenger’s shouts the breezes to 
thee waft; 

Pause not even in thy course to drain the last deep bowl of 
wine,* 

From the vineyards of Johannesberg—they are no longer 
thine! 


xv. 

No more cups of Rhenish vintage now! the Past is gone for aye : 

Learn, false fugitive, at last the truth, whatever fools may 
say— 

That a God exists to smite down Thrones with thunderbolts of 
doom, 

If the Peoples, crouched beneath their shade, rot in a living 
tomb ! 


XVI. 

Then, spur on, spur on, Prince Metternich ! ride fast the Im¬ 
perial steed; 

Bury in his flanks the ringing lash, smite till they foam and 
bleed: 

Yet we wrong the millions if we deem, that in their souls they 
nursed 

Wild revenge against the traitor , in this Revolution’s burst— 
No, death only to the policy , that made his name accursed ! 

* The celebrated vineyard of Johannesberg, in the Duchy of Nassau, belongs to 
Prince Metternich, and produces the finest of all the Rhenish wines, 
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WAR-CRY OF THE ROMAN INSURRECTIONISTS. 

The following poem is an attempt to embody what we may suppose to 
have been the feelings of the Roman masses when they first revolted 
against priestly rule. In our opinion Pius was never earnest. The 
basis of his character appears to be limited understanding, coupled 
with unlimited duplicity. His whole history proves this. lie for¬ 
feited by fraud the affections of his subjects; and they resolved to cast 
him off. We know no effort in the entire history of the European 
Revolutions more thoroughly righteous than theirs. 


I. 

Rise, Romans, rise at last, 

Craft s Kingdom now is past; 

Brook no delay! 

Lombard blades long ago, 

Swifter than whirlwinds blow, 

Swept from Milan the foe : 

Why should we stay l 

ii. 

Dares the false Pontiff shed 
Tears for the tyrants dead ? * 

Dares he thus stain 
Basely the triple crown ? 

Brothers !—then smite it down : 

Though his Swiss bandits frown,— 

Let the blows rain! 

* Pins IX. is reported to have wept on hearing of the reverses of the Austrian army 
after the heroic revolt of Lombardy. 
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We have been duped and fooled, 
In despots’ lessons schooled, 
Hundreds of years: 

Rome’s eye is open now, 

Rome bares her bandaged brow, 
Rome wakens,—ask we, how ? 
Mark Pio’s tears! 


IV. 

Rise, then, for Fatherland ; 
In rock-like phalanx stand, 
Cowards no more. 

Rise in colossal might, 

Rise till the storm of fight 
Wrap us in lurid light 
Where cannons roar ! 


v. 


Peaceful means we have tried, 
But all that Fraud replied 
Mockery was! 

Could we then longer bear ? 

No, spurred by fierce despair, 
We shall breathe Freedom’s air 
Ere we may pause. 
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VI. 

In this great Dawn of time, 

In this great death of Crime, 

Quit us like men, 

By our deeds, by our words— 

By our songs, by our swords— 
Use all against the hordes, 

Sabre or pen! 

VII. 

Cardinals ! let them fly ; 

Dotards ! to dream the sky 
Threatened but showers. 

See ! the horizon glooms 
Black as the blackest tombs— 
Ye whom the tempest dooms, 
Yonder it lowers. 

VIII. 

From the old Roman graves 
Ghost on ghost beckoning waves- 
44 Follow us far. 1 ** 
follow ! we follow them, 

Sprung of their hero-stem, 
Grasping Fame’s diadem, 

Like a bright star ! 
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IX. 

More than Fame, Duty calls, 
Trumpet-tongued from the walls 
Girding great Rome; 
Battle for Truth and Faith, 
Battle lest hostile scathe 
Crush us, or fetters swathe 
Free hearth and home ! 

x. 

Sweet glances Woman’s eye, 
When twilight’s orange sky 
Pales in our south— 
When ivory moonshine gleams 
Down on the shadowed streams, 
And the red west still beams 
Rosed like her mouth! 



XL 


Sweeter far Roman maids, 

When their hair, loosed from braids, 
Waves to war’s blast— 

While they urge, breathing fire, 

Us they love, son and sire, 

On in their holy ire 
Till the die’s cast! 
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XII. 

Till the last tyrant flee, 

Till in young Italy 

Slaves are unknown— 

Till ancient Priestcraft fall. 

Till Austria’s minions all 
Stain neither hut nor hall, 

Hovel nor throne! 

xm. 

Hark ! how God’s thunders roll, 
Booming from pole to pole 
Of the wide world ! 

“ Old lies are crushed for aye, 

New truths assume their sway, 
Bright shines the flag of Day 
O’er Night unfurled f ” 

XIV. 

Tower, then, the barricades ! 

Flash forth the lightning blades ! 

Romans, awake! 

Storm as the tempests bursty 
/ Down with the brood accursed ! 

Sparks long in silence nursed 
Etna-like break; 

And that volcano’s thirst 
Seas cannot slake r 
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THE MASSACRE OF NAPLES. 

The King of Naples is a true Bourbon. He promised full constitutional 
liberty to his subjects; he then retracted his promise; and finally 
massacred them in hundreds by the Swiss Guards and Lazzaroni. 
The latter wore crucifixes. This, we presume, sanctified the shambles 
and canonized the butchers. Nothing can be more disgraceful than 
the mode in which not a few of the leading London journals,—-the or¬ 
gans of the great aristocratic factions,—attempted, at the time, to 
apologise for the Neapolitan despot. Despite of all apologies, but one 
opinion can be entertained by every impartial person—that the massa¬ 
cre thus perpetrated stands among the most atrocious events re¬ 
corded in the later history of Europe. 


I. 

Bright on her bay the sunshine falls, 

A glancing rain of gold ; 

Tri-coloured banners from her walls 
Flap forth in many a fold; 

But all at once a blackness like night 
Has enveloped the shining sea, 

And the banner of Bourbon—the lying white— 
Displaces the flag of the Free. 


ii. 

What means the change ?—May kings, then, break 
Divinely plighted words, 

And brandish o’er a people's wreck 
Legions of venal swords l 
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However it be, the tyrant commands, 

And the rivers of blood must run ; 

Ho f haste to the shambles, ye bought brigandsy 
Till the butcher’s task is done ! 

in. 

They speed—the Alpine vultures speed— 
Themselves the eldest born 
Of Freedom, yet, where freemen bleed, 
First, this accursed morn ! 

They have sold their steel for a despot’s gold, 
They have bartered for pay with crime, 
Branding thus shame on their mountains old, 

On their race through endless time. 


IV. 

The Swiss advance—the barricades 
Stand firm as stands a rock ; 

Five times through gore each soldier wades, 
Five times rebounds the shock; 

Till the roar of artillery crashes at last, 

And they fall like a funeral pile, 

Huddling in common ruin and vast, 

Assailed and assailants the while ! 


v. 


And darker still the golden skv 
Grew, as the thunders boomed. 
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And louder rang the daring cry 
Of those to murder doomed; 

For the heroes knew that their struggles were vain, 
That the flower of Freedom had died, 

All draggled and soaked in the heart’s blood rain 
Of the slaughtered on liberty’s side. - 


VI. 

They perished as the brave man sinks 
Fighting for hearth and home, 

One after one the death-cup drinks 
Beneath heaven’s hell-black dome ; 

Then a yell of laughter broke from the Swiss— 

“ See! the Lazzaroni come ; 

Let us hound them to murder and pillage, their bliss, 
At the call of trumpet and drum ! ” 

VII. 

On tramps the wild and tattered horde,— 

Their voices pierce the air,— 

With knives to finish what the sword 
Has left unfinished there; 

In their bosoms bearing the image of Christ, 

But their hands raised ready to slay, 

While they neared the place of the massacre’s tryst, 
And shouted u V iva il Re ! ” 
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VIII. 

01^ God ! to tell the horrors dark 
That filled the blood-smeared streets ! 
There lay the corpses stiff and stark, 
Their clothes their winding-sheets; 
And o’er them the Lazzaroni sprang, 
Trampling in fiendish play, 

While laughter and curses right merrily rang, 
And shrieks, and “ Viva il Re !” 


IX. 

No life was spared—the mother died 
Beside the babe she bore ; 

And maidens breathing beauty’s pride 
Writhed in their fathers’ gore ! 

The raven tresses were dabbled and drenched 
In foulness that mocked their charms, 

That had basely the eye’s dark lustre quenched, 
And polluted the snow-white arms. 


x. 

The bride lay gashed, like carrion thrown 
To dogs where shambles drip,— 

The blood-froth of the last wild moan 
Still bubbled on her lip ; 
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And near her wallowed the bridegroom, with hand 
Yet caressing her tainted clay, 

Till his skull was cleft by some merciful brand 
To the music of “ Viva il Re ! ” 


XI. 

For three long days and nights the steam 
Of blood reeked up to God ; 

Gehenna lit with ghastly gleam 
A world His Son had trod; 

He heard the yells while the murderers smote, 
Invoking the Prince of Peace; 

The recording angel the blasphemy wrote 
In his book, till the Ages cease. 


XII. 

The tidings flashed with lightning haste 
Through all the new-born lands, 

And Europe cursed the realm disgraced 
By these red butcher-bands : 

And the pillage and slaughter rebounded back 
On him who had caused the shame, 

Who had goaded the bloodhounds on their track 
To slay in his kingly name ! 


XIII. 

Yet there were some, who, o’er the dead, 
Held revel, as it seemed; 
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The oligarchists, pale with dread, 

Now of re-action dreamed— 

And, gathering courage, they howled apace, 
Till it waxed to a thundering cheer: 
u Long live the assassin of his race, 

The Bourbon Bombardier!” 


THE EMANCIPATION OF THE PRESS. 

The ensuing lines sufficiently explain themselves. That a crime like the 
censorship should have been perpetrated from year to year in so many 
kingdoms with impunity, may serve to prove more forcibly than aught 
else, the long-suffering of that God, who pre-eminently, as D’Aubigne 
says, “ exists in history.” 


I. 

Ho! ye watchmen of our Europe through the night of ages drear* 
See ye in the East the first faint flush that tells the sun is near,— 
Worn and ghastly with your vigils till the crimson Dawn be born, 
Springing, like a flame-crowned Titan, from the mountains of 
the morn ? 


ii. 

Ay ! “ a light! a light! ” the watchers shout, its radiance comes 
at last,— 

Long the spell-bound world slept girdled with the blackness 
thick and vast; 
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But the shadows die in purple, and the purple dies in day, 

And the high peaks of the orient hills smite back the conquer¬ 
ing ray. 


iii. 

Ay ! “ a light! a light! ” the glory gleams, the fire rides forth 
at length, 

Waxing larger, still expanding, rushing mightier in its 
strength,— 

And the Peoples hail its advent to their sepulchre, the earth, 

With a thunder-burst of music, that bespeaks their former 
dearth. 

IV. 

It has shone in golden Tuscany,—the chains are shivered there ; 

And the priest-rid Romans start to life from their lethargic lair; 

And the light assumed a fierier tinge, and more triumphant 
flushed, 

When it hung o’er giant Austria as grey Mettemich was 
crushed! 

v. 

It has gleamed on Naples'* blood-drenched streets,—its torch 
like banners shine 

All along the track of cities mirrored in the sapphire Rhine; 

From the Baltic’s booming breakers to the tideless inland sea 

That lisps cradle-songs on southern shores, the rays flash fast 
and free. 
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VI. 

But a yell of agony shrilled out, and pierced the vault of Heaven, 
As the dense Egyptian darkness by the bolts of flame was riven,— 
For the despots and their satellites, the chancellors and peers, 
Sorrowed that it was not now with them as in the good old years. 

VII. 

Oh! they were the rare sweet ages these, when man was 
doomed to slave, 

That patricians might be pampered, from his birth-hour to the 
grave, 

All besotted by the Policy that crushed his Reason’s spark, 

Lest it wax regenerating fire, into eternal dark ! 

VIII. 

But, flash forth celestial radiance, let your blazoned standard flee, 
Louder swell your shouts, ye nations, for the Press, the Press, 
is free ! 

Ye have won the noblest triumph since the voice of Luther rang, 
And the false priests’ life-blood curdled at its stormy trumpet- 
clang ! 

IX. 

From His Holiest of Holies looked Jehovah on the world,— 
Eighteen centuries ago His Son light’s flag had there unfurled. 
And He read, where freedom should have shone, black cata¬ 
logues of crime; 

Round men’s bleeding spirits festered chains of mediaeval time. 
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X. 

Censors, like the soul’s assassins, wielding each his paltry tool, 

Sat in judgment on the thoughts God gave, and swayed accursed 
rule ! 

And these thoughts baptized in Beauty, dipped in Truth’s peren¬ 
nial springs, 

Left the dastardly tribunal, maimed and mutilated things ! 

XI. 

Shame, 0 shame, for ever, on the race that calmly bore the yoke, 

That inflicted not just vengeance by one boldly levelled stroke; 

Shame, that tyrants and that slaves alike should thus blaspheme 
their God,— 

They, the slaves, by supple serfage; they, the tyrants, by the rod. 

XII. 

What is it but the arch-blasphemy to say—ye dare not think, 

Dare not brand the False in freedom, bid your kind the life- 
stream drink, 

Open up the Beautiful to men, and clothe the True in words, 

Each of far diviner temper than a despot’s million swords ? 

XIII. 

Therefore God from heaven high looked down, and bid the tem¬ 
pest rise, 

Till the crest of Revolution’s waves towered blood-red to the 
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And His voice pealed through the agony of Europe’s raging 
realms, 

As Atlantic’s thunders peal above the shrieks of those it whelms. 

XIV. 

“ Ye shall die the death, ye great and false, who let iny people 
pine 

In their sunken spirits’ Bastile, with no ray of light divine ; 

Ye who trammel my eternal Word, and crush men like the 
brutes, 

In the stye of your base Policy to grub obscenest roots. 

xv. 

“ Now the vials of my wrath are poured, the cup of doom is 
filled ; 

Drain it to its wormwood sediment,— so I, the Lord, have willed!” 

Thus the voice from Heaven echoed, and the threatened whirl¬ 
wind came, 

And the lying Priests and Princes reaped fit harvest of their 
shame. 


XVI. 

But the glorious light still glances, while the Revolution’s surge 
Bears it like the stormy petrel on the billow’s topmost verge ; 
And, inspired by its rays, the new-born nations shout in glee,— 
“ Down for ever with the censorship; the Press, the Press, 
is free ! ” 
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THE ROMAN REPUBLIC. 

Step by step the Roman people found themselves led to the erection of a 
Republic* Who shall blame them for this? They were free to choose 
their own form of government, and dispense with Pope and Cardi¬ 
nals, if they pleased. The English metropolitan newspapers in the 
interest of the Plutocracy and Aristocracy,—the middle and the upper 
classes,—attempted to foist the onus of this proceeding on a “ small 
democratic domineering faction.” Subsequent events have completely 
given the lie to these venal journals. 


I. 

Hark ! the midnight of the Eternal City 
Peals with bells from clanging dome to dome ; 
To the music of no lovers ditty 

Wake the slumber-buried streets of Rome; 
All unwonted, the melodious thunder 
Thrills the startled populace with wonder, 

And they gather at the signal loud, 

While the concave of yon purple heaven 
By a shout of joy is pierced and riven, 

From the lips of the triumphant crowd. 


II. 


Ay ! ring out, ye chimes, from tower and steeple, 
Yet with mightier swell upon the ear, 

And, ye myriads of the Roman people, 

Smite the sky once more with stormy cheer; 


D 
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For the castled keep of Crime is falling, 

That so long with chains of shame appalling 
Europe’s fairer half in bondage crushed : 

Its foundation sapped, the work of ages 
Thunders to the earth, when tempest rages— 

Why should your proud voices then be hushed l 

in. 

Ye have sapped it! yours be all the glory, 

Save that God was ever at your side ; 

Ye have sapped it—let the wondrous story 
Through the nations echo far and wide. 

Ye have dared, alone and unassisted, 

By a hundred ages’ lies resisted, 

To shake off the fetters, and be free; 

Other peoples lent you not their legions, 

Nor when volunteers from kindred regions 
Led the battle, did your tyrants flee. 


IV. 


Ye yourselves have wrought it ! brave descendants 
Of the canonized in Memory’s shrine, 

Of the iron race whose victor-pendants 

From the north swept to the burning line. 

Long their children seemed to lack their spirit, 
Underneath a brutal bondage buried; 

But the fires smouldered still below,— 
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And when God’s great hour of vengeance soundin 
On the horologe of heaven, rebounding, 

Roused the earth, they burst in flash and glow 


v. 

Ye yourselves have wrought it! yet the nations 
May with you this solemn night rejoice, 

And through endless time all generations 
O’er the deed exalt triumphal voice ! 

If by you has died gigantic Error 
Its accursed death of shame and terror, 

Swift to ghastly desolation hurled— 

Ail the realms of Europe are your debtors— 
Grinding into dust your own base fetters, 
Romans, ye have freed a shackled world. 


VI. 


Yes, the Papacy is crushed! its splendour 
Long lit up God’s earth—a glare of crime ! 
Fierce the death-throes ere great lies surrender 
The proud prestige of their ancient prime. 

But the craft of Hildebrand has perished, 

And the dreams that his successors cherished 
Shrivel, cloud-like, in the rays of morn; 
Falsehood, which the name of an apostle 
Blasphemously masked, and Fraud colossal, 

Flee before the universe’s scorn. 
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VII. 

Fierce the death-throes ! if the Armageddon 
Of our Europe be the streets of Rome, 

Nobler battle-field ye cannot tread on— 

Give false Pius a red welcome home ! 

Round the chariot of this Holy Father, 

Though the hordes of foreign cut-throats gather. 
When he comes to bless you with their steel,— 
Bd each one in heart and arm a Roman, 

Blade to blade, and foeman grappling foeman, 

Let the life-blood gush for freedom’s weal! 

VIII. 

Ay ! the monarchs will be plunged in sadness, 
Should they deem that Europe’s eldest throne, 
By the fierce wind of a “ rabble’s madness,” 

To annihilation has been blown. 

Not in vain the trumpet’s notes may waken, 

Not in vain the trampled earth be shaken, 

As the despots’ legions muster fast; 

Not in vain will come the glorious crisis, 

Not in vain the tempest, while it rises, 

Will be hailed as shivering the Past 

IX. 

What though Rome grow Golgotha ? and near her, 
Haply in her, fall the last dread stroke 
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Young Republics aye emerge the clearer, 
Brighter, lovelier, from the battle-smoke ! 
Pius, bide at Naples with thy brother, 
Worthy offspring of a common mother, 
Policy by God-taught mortals styled; 

For the swords of hired butchers clatter 
Idly against adamant, and shatter, 

When the father strives to stab his child ! 


THE WATCH-WORD OF TUSCANY. 

Loud were the regrets of a certain party when the “ amiable ” Duke of 
Tuscany was driven from his territories. He was expelled because 
-his policy was Austrian. In such a sentence we feel that we have 
written volumes. This / 4 amiable” ruler has, however, been restored; 
and one of the first fruits of his renewed parental affections is, we are 
informed, the stoppage of the circulation of the Holy Scriptures, and 
the ill-treatment of those engaged in their diffusion. 


I. 

Ho, brothers! bare the flashing steel, 
And point aloft to God ! 

And vow by all that heroes feel 
Who break the despot’s rod— 

By Him whose throne is yonder, swear 
Fraternal troth and trust, 

To live as free as Tuscan air, 

Or die—if die we must! 
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n. 

We used our right—in just revolt 
We rose like other States, 

And shattered every bar and bolt 
That bound our dungeon-gates: 

Till liberty at last we won, 

The sweeter for the gloom 
In which, long centuries, its Sun 
Lay gulphed as in the tomb. 

in. 

The glorious morning of the world 
Gleams o’er the nations now— 

Yet some would see us backwards hurled. 
In former darkness bow ; 

The tyrants muster, side by side, 

Their hordes of soldier-slaves— 

Ay ! let them come, and learn how wide 
Yawn new-dug Tuscan graves ! 


iv. 

What did we but redeem the race 
Of old Etruria sprung, 

From burning brands of red disgrace 
On all who spoke our tongue ? 
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Men said the Roman South had waxed 
A hell of bondage vile, 

Where serfs borne down and over-taxed 
Wept—that their lords might smile i 


v. 

Men said that Austria gave the word. 

And silence reigned like death— 

When her white* minions waved the sword 
Our boldest held their breath; 

Men said that Tuscany had sold 
Her liberties and laws 
For handfuls of barbarian gold. 

Cheered on by our applause. 


IV. 

How false the taunt! we hurl their lie 
Back on the foreign slaves— 

For, chainless now, as yon blue sky, 

We tread our fathers’ graves ! 

No hecatomb of victims fell 
Ere Freedom’s golden dawn ; 

We raised the foot, and—need we tell ?— 
It crushed the serpent’s spawn. 


* White is the colour of the Austrian uniform. 
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VII. 

But the sweet kindred of the snake 
Broke forth in hideous hiss, 

And, trailing slime from out the brake, 
Unsheathed their fangs at this. 

The viper’s brood too long had sucked 
The life-blood of our soil, 

To see, unmoved, Etruria plucked 
From their envenomed coil. 

VIII. 

Well, be it so ! let each combine 
To blast us as before— 

Diplomacy weave cobwebs fine, 

Brute force its myriads pour ; 

Let kings and kinglings cluster fast 
Round the devoted band, 
Transforming to one charnel vast 
The rebels’ fatherland! 

ix. 

We glory in our righteous cause. 

Sworn soldiers of the Truth, 

Which, throned above all human laws, 
Shines in eternal youth ; 
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And though again in death and night 
King-trodden Europe lay, 

One star-spark from that throne could smite 
The blackness into day. 


XI. 

So, whirl each flashing blade once more, 
And point aloft to God ! 

W e vow, though ankle-deep in gore 
We wade on this dear sod, 

Though oligarchists rouse their clan, 
Though despots’ thunders fall, 

While Fiends of Darkness lead the van,— 
We die, or conquer all! 


GARIBALDI. 

“ The insufferable domination of Garibaldi and his band” formed the 
chosen theme, for weeks, of the newspapers subsidized by the great 
political parties. Reading their lucubrations, you would have ima¬ 
gined that the Roman general was a barbarian of the first order, and 
that his followers were little better than half-civilized savages. Other, 
and more impartial testimony, succeeds in proving diametrically the 
reverse of this. The combined spirit of high chivalrous honour and 
self-denying patriotism, never exhibited itself more strikingly than in 
the case of the calumniated Garibaldi. He fought for Mazzini, Avez- 
zana, and Saffi,—and for the Roman people; that was all. Had he 
headed a corps of Croats, under the Austrian Radetzki, or led to ig- 
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noble victory a regiment of the Neapolitan Filangieri’s bravos, it might 
have secured to him, in certain quarters, a wreath of immortal bays. 
But he was the hero of the Roman Republic; and hence the treat¬ 
ment he has received! The following lines relate to one of the most 
brilliant episodes in his military career, when he made a sortie from 
Rome, and scattered in “ rabble rout ” the forces of the Ring of 
Naples. 


I. 

Garibaldi! Garibaldi! 

Thrills the shout through"street and square. 
While the legion of the hero 

Gathers to its thunder there ! 

But a handful seems the band, 

As with flushing cheeks they stand, 

Ardent at their chief’s command, 

To rush forward on the foe,— 

And to crush the slaves of Naples 
By a first and final blow. 


ii. 


“ March ! ” the city’s portal opens, 

And the legion tramples through,— 
Followed by all prayers and blessings, 
Rising to yon dome of blue ; 

And in silence hushed and deep, 

Down ravine and over steep, 

Toil they till their pulses leap 
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Like a sudden springing flame,— 
For beneath them in the valley 
Lie the objects of their aim ! 

iii. 

There they camp, securely dreaming 
Of the morrow’s carnage red. 

When they enter Rome as victors 
Over trodden hills of dead; 

And the outrag’d maidens’ cry, 

And men’s curses as they lie, 

And the moans of those that die, 

Sweetly with their vision blend: 
Slaughter, pillage,—pillage, slaughter,— 
Piled before them without end. 


IV. 


But a cheer breaks forth in whirlwind, 
Startling them from false repose, 
And upon their ranks bewildered 
Roars the avalanche of foes ! 

Hand to hand in deadly fight, 

Face to face meet Right and Might, 
Sword to sword in redden’d light, 

While the rattling carbines flash,— 
Horse and rider reel and stumble 
In the charge’s slippery crash ! 
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v. 

Garibaldi! Garibaldi! 

Towering foremost there of all, 

Moves he like destruction’s Angel,— 

Till in circle round him fall, 

Mowed by his unresting blade, 

Those who hoped in gore to wade 
One day hence beneath the shade 
Of St Peter’s giant dome : 

“ Romans ! ” rings his watchword,—“ hurl them 
To the tyrant’s hell,—their home! ” 


VI. 

“ Think on storm’d Messina’s murders, 

On the noble blood they poured, 

On Italian brothers death-struck 

By their butchers’ knives abhorred ! 
Think on Naples’ soaking streets 
Red with stains no time deletes, 

Think on all their bandit-feats 

Wrought to please the Bourbon King, 
On the halo of debasement 

Round our common name they fling ! ” 


VII. 

And the cravens quail and scatter, 

While his voice of vengeance peals,— 
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As a herd of deer flee frantic 

With the wolves upon their heels ! 
Cravens only heroes when 
Poinarding defenceless men, 

Or within the despot’s den 

Safely summing up their scars,— 
Gained on no fair field of battle. 

But in base assassin-wars. 

VIII. 

Let them hurry back to Naples, 

Winged with dastard fear and shame ! 
Garibaldi and his legion 

Have achieved their holy aim. 

They have proved in Europe’s face, 

How the conscience-smit disgrace 
Of the Slave, can speed his pace 

When he flies before the Free : 

This the real and certain secret 
Of all patriot victory ! 


ix. 


Garibaldi! Garibaldi ! 

Brave as true, and true as brave,— 
What though despots’ hearts would triumph, 
Could they tread his gory grave ?— 
What though despots’ satraps pour,— 
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Striving to exhaust the lore 
Of anathemas they store,— 

Turgid curses on his head ?— 
Still that name will aye be blended 
With Rome’s resurrection dread ! 


THE FALL OF ROME. 


Anything more disgraceful than the conduct of the French in the pro¬ 
jection and completion of their campaign against Rome, it is scarcely 
possible to conceive. From beginning to end they have appeared in this 
flagitious affair as the armed apostles of Reaction. Their unprovoked 
outrage on every sacred principle of honour and justice, has recently 
received a crushing exposure, at the hands of the ex-triumvir, Maz- 
zini, who, in a letter addressed to the French Government,—and 
which must undoubtedly be considered, both as to language and 
spirit, one of the most magnificent productions of modern times,— 
arraigns the originators and subordinate tools of the Roman expedi¬ 
tion at th6 bar of public opinion, and triumphantly convicts them of 
deliberate baseness and perfidy of all kinds. His letter reveals such a 
monstrous combination of despotism, artifice, and fraud, that we ab¬ 
solutely stand aghast while engaged in its perusal. Fratricide and 
falsehood,—the sword of the elder Republic dipped in the heart’s blood 
of the younger, and a course of “ enormous lying,” pursued by system 
and with success, unparalleled in the annals of crime,—form the most 
loathsome characteristics of this new crusade of the nineteenth century. 
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i. 

It is ended,—all is over,—heroes’ blood has poured in vain ! 
Brutal force resumes its sceptre, throned on piles of freemen 
slain; 

Short the interregnum lasted, like a fount of golden light 
Flashing momentary splendour, ere engulfed in ancient 
night! 


ij. 

It is ended,—all is over,—and the young Republic’s doom 

Is to sink, transfixed by traitors, into its ancestral tomb ; 

And the fingers crusted with its blood, the hands that dealt the 
blow, 

Wait to swathe the corpse for sepulture and worms before they 

go. 

hi. 

It is ended,—it is over,—and the despots of our time 

Now may lead their hordes to soak with gore all battle-fields of 
crime, 

For Reaction’s arm has triumphed underneath the towers of 
Rome, 

And the liberty of Europe flees its old immortal home. 


IV. 

There is silence still and deep as death enveloping the walls, 
There is silence in her streets and squares, and silence in her 
halls, 
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There is silence in the ruined piles where sleeps the lordly Past,— 
Where a million sacred memories lie treasured and amassed. 


y. 

There is silence in the palaces where Papal grandeur shone, 
There is silence where the Idol of half Europe reared his throne, 
There is silence where Triumvirs coined those great and burn¬ 
ing words 

That shot forth like Heaven’s thunder-bolts, like angels’ light¬ 
ning swords. 

VI. 

Slowly to the red horizon slopes the ever-blazing sun, 

And the clouds are clad in garments on the loom of beauty spun, 
And the world's high capital seems robed in lustre doubly fair, 
Raining round her from day’s death-bed through the hushed 
and solemn air! 

VII. 

Rome has yielded, Rome has fallen, Rome has stooped before 
the foe; 

All was tried that courage prompted ere the last spasmodic throe; 
But the bravest may be vanquished and be trodden by the heel 
Of the unjust Power that owes its triumph only to the steel. 


vnr. 


Hark ! a crash of martial music,—and the victor Frenchman 
comes ! 

And the death-like silence wakens to the clangour of his drums,— 
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And the trumpets peal their loudest, and the piercing clarion 
screams, 

As proud squadron after squadron through the shattered gate¬ 
way streams! 


IX. 

There they ride, the small bronz’d figures,—tools of the Reac¬ 
tion’s power ! 

Of the one Republic’s armies ranking as the noblest 
flower,— 

Sent to smite the other low in dust, baptizing virgin blades 
In the tyrant’s holy font of gore whose virtue never fades. 


x. 

Called we them the noblest flower of all the banner’d hosts of 
France ? 

What though soldier-like their bearing, as the chargers paw 
and prance,— 

Cain’s red brand of brother’s blood is burned in each dark 
crested brow, 

And we turn with speechless loathing from the Gaulish bandits 
now! 


XI. 

On, and on, and on, the legions pour in endless cavalcade, 

And a pathway through the gathered throng for horse and man 
is made; 
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But a sudden storm of groans drowns deep the music of their 
bands,— 

Groans predestined to re-echo through all Europe’s trampled 
lands! 

XII. 

It is one of those dread intervals that fathom the abyss 
Of the great heart of a People plunged in agony like this ; 

It is one of those stern moments that concentrate years of shame 
In a single drop of torture such as fancy cannot frame. 

XIII. 

Go to Brennus and to Alaric,—the carnage and the sack,— 
Shoot athwart the gulf of ages, and their purpled footsteps 
track,— 

Listen to the Saxon mothers when their curses like a flood 
Smote the Bastard’s ear in London after Hastings’ bath of 
blood !— 

XIV. 

Then conceive the utter hopelessness, the desolation drear 
Falling on the prostrate Romans as their slaughterers appear,— 
Then conceive the tingling burst of execration which they hurl 
At the bands of gay chasseurs as they the tricolor unfurl. 


xv. 

Oh, the base and bitter mockery, fit offshoot of that hell 
Where are spawned the countless brood of Lies that on earth’s 
surface dwell,— 
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Fratricidal banners rustle to th’ Eternal City’s breeze, 

Tricolor o’er vanquished tricolor in jeering triumph flees ! 

xvi. 

Onwards from St Angelo parades the flaunting flashing 
host, 

Till the trim-dressed figures down the streets’ long avenue are 
lost,— 

While the Corso thunders back the shout, as storms through 

7 o 

forests quiver: 

“ Death to the brigands of Paris, the Republic live for ever ! ” 

XVII. 

Ay, the silence finds a voice at last, and breaks in ocean's 
roar, 

And all hands are madly clenched as past the Pope’s assassins 
pour, 

And all veins start swoln and knotted, and all pulses leap like 
fire, 

And all Roman hearts are choking with a stern and holy 
ire: 


XVIII. 

And pale matrons bend their heads in prayer to Him who 
rules the earth, 

Him who thunder-strikes ancestral thrones, and calls republics 
forth; 
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On each Frenchman’s hands they see the blood of son or hus¬ 
band slain,— 

Nor do those low mothers’ vespers scale the hill of God in 
vain. 

XIX. 

For He marks their inw&^d agony, and counts their scorching 
tears, 

And He adds them to the wine-cup of His wrath in coming 
years, 

And He piles the vengeance higher still that in the Future 
towers,— 

Whose great shadow Heaven’s sunshine flings athwart the 
Present’s hours ! 


xx. 

Hut the squadrons trample onwards, and the wild shout wilder 
sounds, 

Till each square and portico and street the daring cry re¬ 
bounds, 

And it rolls as rolls Niagara, in tones the air that shiver: 
tc Death to the brigands of Paris, the Eepublic live for ever ! ” 


XXI. 

And before the troops with eager step the patriot leaders 
kneel, 

And they bare their bosoms to the sword,—nay, style it bra¬ 
vo’s steel: 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



THE FALL OF ROME. 


53 


“ Strike ye us, and let us perish ere we see dishonour heaped 
On the holy cause for which the blades from Roman scabbards 
leaped! 


XXII. 

14 Smite ye us! in mercy,”—but the cry is stifled in the 
crash 

Of a hundred bugles flourishing, while on the horsemen dash ; 

And the grenadiers file glancing by,—a sneer upon their 
lips,— 

And their chargers reining jauntily, with white-gloved finger¬ 
tips. 


XXIII. 

Ho ! the Richard of the New Crusade !—he comes, the leader 
comes! 

Sharper still the trumpets ring and blare, still louder throb the 
drums,— 

Every fresh-won laurel wearing, like a hero here he rides, 

Ruling by the slightest gesture o’er these rushing human 
tides. 


XXIV. 

One deep groan for Oudinot the false,—ay, falsest of them 
all! 

He has entered Rome by grovelling as when the reptiles 
crawl; 
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He has entered Rome by dint of lies and not by dint of 
sword; 

He has lied to her and Europe, he has lied in deed and word. 

XXV. 

One deep groan to hail th’ incarnate lie !—how gracefully he 
sits, 

While the smile of sainted infamy* across his features flits: 

Strip him of the tarnished symbols of the chivalry of France,— 

Let him wear for plume the fool’s cap, and the butcher’s knife 
for lance ! 

XXVI. 

So the pageant vanishes amid the whirlwind of their curse, 

And the Roman masses weigh the woe, and future vengeance 
nurse,— 

But one farewell shout re-echoes, like the rushing of a river: 

“ Death to the brigands of Paris, the Republic live for ever ! ” 

XXVII. 

Go, then, Oudinot, and finish what is happily begun, 

Weave a web of lies to hide from men the deed of darkness 
done, 


* Even-body knows how strangely the ludicrous and disgusting were combined in 
the honours,—amounting almost to canonization,—heaped upon Oudinot by the 
Papal Court after his entrance into Rome. 
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Harry back the ancient tyranny, and summon Pius home,— 
On the swords of French-born Cossacks throned above the 
slaves of Rome ! 


xxviii. - 

But the eye of Heaven’s justice, never for an instant sleeps; 

It can range the highest ether, it can pierce the lowest deeps,— 
It can blast the culprit, when the hour of Cod’s great ven¬ 
geance chimes, 

To the dread Abyss that yawns for those who work enormous 
crimes! 


VENICE. 

Men’s minds were generally so deeply interested in the Roman ^nd 
Hungarian struggles that they overlooked what, in less stirring times, 
would have evoked a burst of genuine sympathy,—the heroic defence 
of Venice under Manin, All who admire true patriotism, must feel 
irresistibly impelled to express their astonishment at the protracted 
siege of the capital of the Adriatic, during which its assailants were 
so frequently baffled by men who seemed inspired by the Past’s immor¬ 
tal memories,—and who, when they did yield, yielded to brute force 
and an overwhelming preponderance of foes. 


I. 


THE CAPITULATION. 


And Venice too must fall 1 from dark dead slumber 
Awaking to resuscitated hope, 


Digitized by 


Google 



6 


LAYS OF THE REVOLUTIONS. 


And hailing in God’s azure heavenly cope 
Above her, gorgeous visions without number, 

While dusty wreck of mediaeval lumber,— 

With all its tattered pomp of Duke and Pope,— 

Paled in the splendour like vile things that grope 
Their path obscene through tombs which earth encumber 
How short the dream has lasted! new-born day 
Shot for an hour unutterably bright, 

Then died its death of glory and of gloom,— 

Gloom, when we recollect how tyrants slay, 

But glory, when we mark the trail of light 
That burns upon its pathway to the tomb. 


11. 


THE RIALTO. 

On the Rialto we will stand, and drink 
The spirit of the eve: star after star 
Illumes the blue above; the blue so far 
Below it on the earth lets, while we think, 
Orion’s image ’mid its waters sink 
With all the orbs which in his girdle are! 

Thus in a glass that nought could stain or mar. 
Although suspended o’er foul Tophet’s brink,— 
The clear glass of heroic human spirits,— 

God mirrors back the golden light of heaven* 
Such is thy heart, 0 Manin, which inherits 
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The greatness to the ancient Doges given,— 
Waging so long brave battle single-handed, 

For hearth and home against the Austrian bandit! 

in. 

THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS. 

The Bridge of Sighs,—how fit the epithet! 

Since on its arch the Past might build his throne, 
Witli his millennium of glory gone, 

And wail and weep above the grandeur set 
Like the great sun in night!—yet why abet, 

E’en on the Bridge of Sighs, by one faint moan 
The cause of tyranny ? for tyrants own 
No sweeter rapture than when eyes are wet 
With sympathetic tears for those they crush : 

We will not weep with the imagined Past, 

But point away from all their present pains 
Higli hearts of Venice to a hopeful flush 
Streaking the morning sky,—the day dawns fast 
Of second resurrection from her chains ! 


THE DEATH-DIRGE OF HUNGARY. 


The case of Hungary is, perhaps, the very plainest in the whole history 
of the Revolutions. Its merits are as clear as if written with a sun¬ 
beam ; and the wonder is that any free English citizen should have 
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been found willing to espouse the cause of the oppressors and wanton¬ 
ly to heap odium on the cause of the oppressed. The Hungarian con¬ 
flict was not that of Republicanism with the monarchic principle; it 
was that of constitutional liberty with a twofold and over-mastering 
despotism. Rights and privileges guaranteed in the most sacred man¬ 
ner to the nation of Hungary were trampled under foot by the Empe¬ 
ror of Austria. His armies were afterwards disgracefully beaten by 
the insurgent Magyars ; and on this the forces of the Czar of Russia 
were summoned to the rescue,—a proceeding which has unfortunately 
terminated in the defeat of the Hungarian troops and the subjugation 
of the Hungarian people. Thus, by a gigantic twin-crime, their so¬ 
lemnly ratified liberties have been crushed; while the scene of their 
heroic resistance to the combined hosts of two great empires, has 
earned the infamous appellation of the “ Shambles of Europe,” in con¬ 
sequence of the atrocious cruelties perpetrated by the victorious gene¬ 
ralissimos. It is gratifying, however, even amid the debris of a ruined 
cause, to recal the deep and general sympathy with which the patriotic 
struggle of the Hungarians,—headed by Louis Kossuth,—was viewed 
both in Britain and in the United States. 


I. 

Sing the death-dirge,—sing it slowly,—and in sad and solemn 
tones,- - 

Till it burst, an omen of their doom, around the despots’ 
thrones; 

Let the Peoples swell the chorus, which to God for vengeance 
calls 

On the workers of this fearful wrong, though nursed in kingly 
halls! 
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n. 

Hungary has died ! in no fair field of combat hurled to dust, 
But by base assassin’s steel laid low with many a ghastly thrust; 
And the brutal band that dealt the stroke unshatter’d by re¬ 
morse, 

Flushed with triumph, gash and mutilate in sport the lifeless 

corse. 

hi. 

0 the perjury of Princes ! 0 the infamy of slaves 
Licking the vile dust wherever some imperial standard 
waves,— 

But if nations rear the oriflamme of liberty and right, 

A t the Princes’ signal creep the slaves that holy flag to smite ! 


IV. 

O the perjury of Monarchs ! O the sacrilege of those 
Who can prostitute God’s verity to spin around their foes 
Net-like lie on lie, entangling them,—with false words binding 
fast 

Hearts they first seduce by honied phrase, and then to dark¬ 
ness cast! 


v. 

There is gloom as of chaotic night above Hungarian hills, 

And it broods in shapes of spectral mould upon her lakes and 
rills,— 


Digitized by . )OQle 



60 


LAYS OF THE REVOLUTIONS. 


Since the glorious burst of splendour that illumed her morn¬ 
ing fled, 

And the vampires came to people this vast City of the Dead. 


VI. 

Europe hailed the young Aurora, when for freedom and for law 
Into Austria’s heart her legions struck a dread and sudden 
awe,— 

When she shivered each impending chain, and trod so proudly 
forth 

That she flashed the sister symbol of the whole enfranchised 
North ! 


VII. 

Like a resurrection of the Past in better, nobler times, 

All unmarked by former errors, all unstained by elder crimes, 
Gleamed the realm of Hungary—a star, the loveliest we knew, 
Just because its light was spotless, in the Revolutions’ blue. 

VIII. 

Other stars of change shot glancing ’mid a fierce and lurid 
haze 

That recalled, although unfrequently, the crime of other 
days ; 

But in Hungary the lustre shone undarkened by a shade, 

And the People marched in glory that seemed never doomed to 
fade. 
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IX, 

Kossuth! Bern! the nation’s chieftains,—aye perennial be your 
names, 

Aye perennial as God’s living truth, and as His highest aims,— 
For when worlds grow grey in tyranny, and fester in its 
breath, 

He sends forth His sworded Azraels to smite it unto death ! 


x. 

And in you we see His messengers,—though conquered at the 
close ! 

Since a prophecy of future times burns through Hungarian 
woes: 

Ye have taught the despots that their power is built on force 
alone,— 

And when armies kiss the people, an abyss engulphs their 
throne. 


XI. 

Kossuth ! Bern ! heroic spirits destined ever to survive 

In the roll of the Immortals,—what though vainly yet ye 
strive 

To re-join the shattered fragments, and to throw once more the 
die, 

And to catch a last sweet ray of light from yonder blacken’d 
sky? 
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XII. 

What though all the realm of Hungary lay fetterless, un- 
iuarred 

By a single despot’s-sabre, with a visage nought had scarred,— 

What though all the early flush of life yet glowed along her 
veins, 

What though she had never bowed beneath th’ Imperial Ur¬ 
chin's chains ? 


XIII. 

There would still be madness in the dream that she could dare 
the might 

Of the two colossal tyrannies, nor crumble in the fight!— 

So, away, away, high hearts, at last, nor dally in the ship 
When a hell of waves yawns under, and her masts the tempests 
strip. 


XIV. 

But, the haven once in safety gained, look back upon the 
Past, 

And, through whirlwind’s spray, recal the stars that shone too 
bright to last,— 

Stars of glory, which, though shadowed, flash an heir-loom 
evermore 

Down to their remotest offspring from the giants gone before ! 
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xv. 

And look onwards through the Future, Kossuth, Bern, and all 
the rest, 

To the coming consummation when your children will be 
blest,— 

When rays dimmed for one brief interval, will burst again in 
morn, 

And the despots will be spurned to doom by Freedom’s heel of 
scorn ! 


XVI. 

Cease the death-dirge, then, in stillness,—let it peal a hymn 
of joy 

Which no clash of steel may silence, and no brutal force des¬ 
troy; 

Let it thunder to St Petersburg, and waken with its notes 

AH the echoes of Vienna as through Europe’s air it floats ! 

XVII. 

46 Liberty may gasp in death-throes, but it leaves immortal seed 

Watered by the life-streams welling from its martyrs when 
they bleed,— 

And the children of these martyrs, at God’s own appointed hour, 

Shatter to the woe that waits it, every crowned assassin’s 
Power! ” 
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THE NEW MARSEILLAISE. 

The two following poems are reprinted here, as of kindred spirit with 
those that precede them. They were written on the eve of the Revolu¬ 
tions, and may be considered to anticipate something, at least, of what 
afterwards in reality occurred. 


I. 

Rouse thee, up, my toilwom brother, pale of cheek and hard of 
hand,— 

Let us not delay our marching, when th’ Eternal gives com¬ 
mand ! 

What though gashed and scarred your fingers, while my own 
are white and thin,— 

Forward, on together tread we through the Age’s strife and din! 


II. 


What though outwardly thou seemest but a poor down-trod¬ 
den worm, 

Yet a spark of heavenly fire beams within that crouching form ; 
From God’s altar shot thy reason forth, the impartial gift He 
gave 

To patrician and to clown alike, to monarch and to slave. 
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m. 

Talks the rich man of his millions, talks the proud man of his 
blood ! 

Children daubing within tide-mark toys of sand before a flood; 

Fools ! to vaunt their empty coronets and heritages vast,— 

Thou art born to nobler glories, thou art heir of all the 
Past! 

IV. 

Old manorial homes with grassy meads and turret-crested halls, 

Avenues of green the deepest where the cluster’d radiance falls, 

Chambers where the painted knighthood of a thousand years is 
seen 

Blent with female forms of beauty in their locks of glossy 
sheen: 

v. 

Fountains mirroring the moonlight on divinely chiselled brows 

That swell forth in rounded fulness from the sweet exotic 
boughs, 

Orangeries where alabaster flushes with a life-like glow, 

While the starry fruit through emerald leaves drops gold upon 
its snow: 


VI. 


Antique crests, the herald’s blazonries, escutcheons gorgeous fair, 
Lips whose sculptured curve betrays high birth, complexion 
marble rare,— 


p 
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None of these all-envied treasures are with thee, my brother- 
man, 

Not one drop of “ blood,” thou sharest, not of “ land” the small¬ 
est span ! 


VII. 

Yet I deem thou art inheritor of nobler things than these,— 

For God’s universe is thine by birth, the World, its realms and 
seas; 

And God’s stars sing through thy heart of hearts their ever¬ 
lasting song, 

“ Forward, work thy work, death to the false, crowns to the 
true and strong! ” 


VIII. 

Did not an Eternity stand still, 0 man, to see thee born ? 

Did it not rejoice with triumph great when dawned thy natal 
morn? 

Waits not an Eternity to see, now that thou art in Time, 
What will be, O heart of God-wrought mould, thy thought and 
work sublime l 


IX. 

For wherever man is stationed, there will heaven be above, 
Crowning him as with its boundless crown of gladness and of 
love,— 
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And beneath him will be poised the earth, his motherland, his 
home,— 

Thus he labours aye between the temple’s pavement and its 
dome. 

x. 

Life is earnest, 0 how earnest!—it is not a lightsome 
thing; 

Do we dream of waltzing through its storms as through the 
dancer’s ring ? 

Or of eating, drinking, sleeping through it, like the soulless 
brutes ? 

We were sent into this world of ours to fill it with our 
fruits: 

XI . 1 

With our fruits of lofty daring, constant labour, cheerful 
hope, 

Fertile soil beneath our footsteps, o’er our heads the starry 
cope,— 

So that while our hands and bodies with their toil are worn and 
riven, 

Evermore our spirits upwards point to their high home in 
heaven! 


XII. 

Therefore poor and helpless thou art not , 0 brother-man, O 
friend,— 

For all Europe’s fruitful centuries as gifts to thee descend ; 
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What the wisdom of the Ages has achieved and taught, is 
thine,— 

What the voices of the Sages have proclaimed to be divine. 

XIII. 

Kings for thee have fought and conquered, poets’ strains for 
thee have rung, 

Cromwells ruled, Napoleons battled, Luthers, Shakespeares, 
preached and sung; 

Thought of wisest, work of strongest, warrior’s sword, historian’s 
page,— 

Harvest of six thousand seedfields is thy glorious heritage ! 

XIV. 

Talks, then, Norman aristocracy of old blood and of birth ? 

Are not thy veins red with purple streams, the noblest on the 
earth ? 

0, my wearied drudging brother, of the rock-like Saxon stem, . 

What to thee are William’s Normans ? wilt thou mete thyself 
with them ? 


xv. 

For the children of the Norman lord must bow the knee to those 
In whose limbs the pith is tougher, and the red blood redder 
flows,— 
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Pith that nerved a Watt and Milton, blood that even unto Thor 
Mounting up through lineage undefiled, ends at Walhalla’s 
door. 


XVI. 

Rouse thee, then, my toilworn brother, pale of cheek and hard of 
hand,— 

Let us not delay our marching, when th’ Eternal gives com¬ 
mand ! 

What though gashed and scarred your fingers, while my own 
are white and thin,— 

Forward, on together tread we through the Age’s strife and din! 


LIGHT AND DARKNESS. 


i. 

When the lord of German Poesy lay wrapt in death’s eclipse. 
Burst the panting earnest accents from his clay-like waxing 
lips,— 


* There can be no reasonable doubt that the origin of the English race,—to which a 
passing poetical allusion is made in the text,—their descent, namely, from the Saxon branch 
of the great Teutonic family, forms, perhaps, the most important element contributing to 
their prosperity as a nation. 
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u Light, more light! ”—Ah, who may paint the world of bound¬ 
less meaning crushed 

Into that brief burning utt’rance, as from Goethe’s heart it 
gushed! 


n. 

Fervent was the wrestling death-prayer of this Great One of 
our race, 

But its deep impassioned meaning through creation we may 
trace,— 

From the bud that dimly struggles to the first glad kiss of day, 

Through the miry mould that binds it, yearning for the rosy 
ray! 


hi. 

From that folded germ of beauty, from the chrysalis confined, 

Upwards to God’s highest human child that wears the crown of 
mind,— 

One the prayer is, one the agony which to that prayer gives 
birth; 

“ More, more of thy Light, 0 Father, more,—to bless our 
blackened earth! ” 


IV. 

For the centuries are rolling on with uniraagined power, 

And the round grey world spins through its course from hour 
to woeful hour,— 
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Yet all o’er the weary nations hangs their ancient cloud of 
gloom, 

With its vast and thunderous canopy, as o’er the Planet’s tomb. 


v. 

If a few bright rays of living fire flash far athwart the dark. 
Briefly Europe’s realms and cities tinging with their lustre;— 
Hark! 

How the dotard saw is racing fast from dotard tongue to 
tongue; 

u Ah ! such Will-o’-wisps alone befit the foolish and the young. 


vr. 

“ We will shun the fatal radiance, we will keep the good old 
ways; 

Did not our wise fathers love the Dark—so many a story 
says,— 

Are we better then than they were, — sleepy venerable 
souls!— 

Are not beds of down specifics when God’s thunder booms and 
rolls ? 


VII. 

“ Nodding, nodding ever onwards through the shadowy march 
of time,— 

Nodding almost till we deem our sleep the highest Moral 
Sublime^ 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



72 


LAYS OF THE REVOLUTIONS. 


Drowsily through storm and sunshine doze we still our saunter¬ 
ing road; 

Speak not of Thought’s inspiration—it would add but to our 
load. 

VIII. 

“We have found the world so pleasant—rosy coloured to our 
eye; 

We would trample not the millions,-—save when in our path 
they lie; 

Ours the land where milk and honey flows, in tides no barrier 
dams, 

And true wisdom’s liege lord Mammon has begirt us with his 
shams. 

ix. 

u What have we to do with Light then ?—let them vaunt it as 
' they may, 

Let the prophets of the Peoples dub it God’s own dawning 
day; 

Cleave we to our fathers’ darkness, or if tapers we must have. 

Let our own sweet Fashion light us to the Rich Man's gorgeous 
grave! ” 


x. 

Light them to Gehenna rather !—Oh ! the dreaming dotards 
base,— 

Traitors they to all things sacred, to their God and to their 
race; 
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With the red perennial radiance streaming glory on the lands, 
They, forsooth, will cower with muffled face,—eyes crushed by 
wilful bands. 


xi. 

Hearken, eldest-born of folly, tell us where ye find your prate 

Of earth’s darkness-loving fathers ?—mean ye here the Good 
and Great 2 

Mean ye here those god-like spirits, who with evil men and 
things 

Battling to the death, unsealed for us Light’s everlasting 
springs ? 

XII. 

Is then history like yourselves a Lie, ye drowsy grey-beards 
sage ?— 

Read ye not the lesson burned with fire upon its every page ?— 

Galileo in his dungeon,—Luther in the Wartburg,- -all 

Teach us truth is aye immortal though the fiends upon it fall. 


XIII. 

Teach us too, that if one moment it should droop or be with¬ 
drawn, 

Yet the fair celestial splendour soon will more celestial dawn, 
That the flaming sword of Day will chase the ghostly shapes of 
Night— 

That the noblest of our fathers were vicegerents of the Light! 
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XIV. 

Then away with those who wail and whine from out their mum¬ 
bling sleep, 

“We will worship good old Darkness—good old pathways we 
will keep; ” 

And who flush with life their idol dear into angelic form. 

And who plaster gew-gaw blazonry on Falsehood's back- the 
worm! 


xv. 

But be ours the road of radiant life and fast advancing power, 
Let us grind to dust the hollow saws and mockeries of the 
hour,’ 

And for aye, at midnight or at morn, in glory or despair, 

“ Light, more light, O Lord of heaven and earth ! *—be that our 
battle-prayer! 


Digitized by V^,C ! 



THE 


LEGEND OF JUDITH. 


The character of Judith, as portrayed in the apocryphal book that 
bears her name, forms a curious psychological study. We cannot rest 
satisfied with the general theories of critics in regard to her, or with 
the mass of unqualified censures which they heap upon her head. As¬ 
suming, for the sake of argument, the basis of the narrative to be 
true, we think it is not difficult to perceive that the fundamental 
principles of the woman’s nature were impassioned love of country, 
and an all-absorbing belief that she was the chosen instrument in the 
hands of the Most High to effect that country’s deliverance. Our 
own theory reposes on these two characteristic principles, and may 
thus be briefly stated: God authorized Judith to execute the deed ,— 
He did not authorize its mode of execution. Left in the latter re¬ 
spect to her untrammelled choice, she stumbled and fell morally, al¬ 
though literally successful. Yielding to her inherent tendency to 
wiles and artifice, she achieved by indefensible falsehood what she 
should have wrought like a true heroine in the open light of day. 
Patriotism engulfed the moral faculty, and the end, in her estima- 
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tion, sanctified the means. Had she penetrated, sword in hand, to the 
tent of Holofernes, and delivered to him the “ message from God 
(Judges, iii. 20.)—not in the guise of a nocturnal assassin, but as the 
herald of Divine vengeance, and in the presence of all his attendants, 
her name would have shone in history like a star. Yet, throughout 
the entire proceeding, she appears to be thoroughly convinced that 
she is the chosen servant of Jehovah. This, and her burning devotion 
to her country’s cause, are the twin ideas that pervade the following 
lines. We have selected them as the brightest aspects of an extraordi¬ 
nary character, one phase of which, as we have already said, is with¬ 
out doubt sufficiently repulsive. 

I. 

I. 

All the lamps in far Bethulia 
Gleam no more at even-tide ; 

All the tones of jocund music 
From the city now have died ; 

For the banded hosts of Assur 
Bound it ranged in order stand,— 

Warriors thousand upon thousand, 

And the flower of many a land. 

ii. 

Bridal shouts no longer echo 
Through the starry Eastern air, 

And the festive song of gladness 
Now gives place to grim despair; 
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Since the haughty Holofernes 
To his idol gods has vowed, 

That the castled towns of Jewry 
To the black dust shall be bowed ! 

hi. 

For when the Assyrian monarch 
To the field of combat went 
With the armies of Arphaxad, 
Through his Satrapies he sent; 

Bid them all increase his legions, 
Bid them swell his mighty host 
On the tented plain of Eagau,— 
Where the Median realm was lost. 


IV. 

Now Arphaxad he has vanquished, 
And his kingdom’s overthrown ; 
Out the royal Mede must wander 
To the mountain-paths alone : 

He is smitten in the refuge 
Whitherward for life he ran, 

And the myriads of the victor 
Swarm in gorgeous Ecbatan ! 


v. 

But the monarch of Assyria 
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Galls the captain of his bands ; 

Bids him take a signal vengeance 
On the various tribes and lands, 

That refused to do him homage 
When he fought with Media’s King,— 
And to stud the field of Ragau 
Not a single spear would bring. 

VI. 

Forth then marches Holofernes ; 

Like a tempest was his path ; 

And each subject horde and nation 
Felt the fury of his wrath. 

From Cilicia’s dusky mountains 
Over to Damascus’ plain,— 

Past the river Arbonai 

All the land he filled with slain. 

VII. 

Fear and trembling on the peoples 
Of a sudden strangely fell, 

And before his feet the vanquished 
Came their penitence to tell; 

With the sound of harps and timbrels, 
They to their Assyrian lord 
Poured the incense of devotion,— 

Him as Deity adored. 
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VIII. 

But the children of Judea 
Shuddered for their holy land, 

For their city and their temple, 
When they heard of Assur’s band. 
In the strength of their Jehovah 
They resolve the war to wage, 

And recal to their remembrance 
Wonders of a former age. 


IX. 

Chiefly did the brave Bethulians 
Fortify their city strong, 

And beneath it Holofernes 
Lay in trenches sieging long : 

For by it an easy entrance 
To Judea might be found ; 

Straight and hilly was the pathway 
Leading to the holy ground. 


x. 


Bravely battled the Bethulians, 

Till the leader of their foes 

Seized the weltspring of the streamlet 

Which adown the valley flows. 

Then hot thirst began to torture 
Those within the cityV wall 
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Faint and die their wives and children, 
Ghastly droop both great and small. 

XI. 

And before their prince Ozias 
Flocked the multitude to pray 
That he would the town surrender, 
Even on that self-same day. 

By their tears and clamours wearied, 
With these words he lets them go : 

“ If five evenings bring not rescue, 

I surrender to the foe !” 

XII. 

Now there was a noble lady, 

Who of such things heard and came 
Meditating wondrous actions,— 
Judith was the lady’s name,— 

Came to where the prince Ozias 
With the ancients of the town, 
Chabris, Charmis, stood at evening, 
Looking from the ramparts down. 

XIII. 

And she said: “ Herein ye wander 
From the path of duty clear; 

Do not tempt the dread Jehovah, 

Lest He turn away His ear. 
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Do not strive to bind the Boundless, 
Limiting Eternal power; 

He our city will deliver 
At His own appointed hour. 

XIV. 

“ Know ye then the plans of Heaven ? 
Can ye read the heart of God ? 

Set yourselves no times or seasons ; 
Meekly bow beneath His rod. 

For as sure as the Almighty 
Sways the sceptre of this world, 

Shall the glorious crown of Assur 
To the dust of death be hurled ! 


xv. 

“ Listen ! I will from Bethulia 
Go forth when the night is dark, 
And an action work which ages 
After ages still shall mark; 

Ere the five appointed evenings, 
Shall the Lord of Hosts through me 
Visit all the land of Jewry 
With the songs of victory ! ” 


XVI. 


Out then spoke Ozias, “ Daughter, 
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Thou art famed for wisdom great; 
Be it now as thou hast spoken, 

We will ope the city’s gate. 

Forth in safety may’st thou wander. 
And we ask not wherefore so; 

Only may the God of battles 
Through thee smite our cruel foe ! ” 


II. 


And her chamber Judith enters, 

And upon her knee she falls, 

And in sackcloth clothed and ashes 
On the King of Israel calls: 
u From Thy highest throne, Jehovah, 
Look on me Thy hand-maid here ; 
May my arm be strong as heaven, 
Weak and frail though it appear. 


ii.* 

“ I am but a sinful woman, 

Yet through me deliver those 
Who within this city languish, 
Straitened by their haughty foes. 
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Hear me, God of former combats, 
Breaker of the shield and sword, 
Hear me, Warrior everlasting, 

Gird me with Thy might, 0 Lord ! " 


hi. 

Then she called her maid, and rising, 
Flung aside the garments poor, 

Robed in which she sought her Father’s 
Tender mercies great and sure; 

And she washed her frame in water, 
And arrayed her like a Queen: 

Through each braided tress her forehead 
Glimmered with a snowy sheen. 

IV. 

Forth then went Merari’s daughter, 
With her servant by her side, 

And the ancients of the city 
Oped the creaking portal wide ; 

Much they blessed her, and her beauty 
Marvelled at, as down she passed, 
Trailing a sweet light behind her 
Through the blackness bulking vast. 


v. 


Moving forward to the valley 
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Trod with gentle step the twain, 

Till the distant camp of Assur 
Nearer loomed upon the plain ; 

And the first watch of the foemen 
Met the wandering lady soon : 
Starless, still, the night, and cloudy, 
Broken by no struggling moon. 

VI. 

“ Whether dost thou purpose, tell us, 
And thy name and fatherland ? ” 

“ I am of the Hebrew women, 

And I seek Assyria’s band; 

Fled have I from out the city, 

And to Holofernes bear 
Tidings of the deepest moment,— 
Lead me to him ; hear my prayer.” 


VII. 

Then they chose a guard of soldiers 
To conduct her to their lord; 

Onward through the camp she passes, 
Girt about with spear and sword: 
Like a being more than mortal 
Glides she in her loveliness, 

And barbaric warriors round her, 
Gazing on her beauty, press. 
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VIII. 

From his couch rose Holofernes; 
Canopied with gems and gold, 

O’er it radiance from the emerald 
Glittered green in many a fold ; 
Silver lamps before him carried, 
Points of flame so clear and fine, 
On her marble neck and shoulders 
Flung a dewy glancing shine. 


ix. 

u Fear not, woman, who shall harm thee? 

Thou hast come for safety here,— 

Bringing tidings from the city 

To a mercy-loving ear 

And she tells him her wise fiction, 

How the Jews may be o’erthrown, 

And the forces of Assyria 
Reign in all the land alone. 


x. 


Much he marvelled at her wisdom, 
And the beauty of her face,— 
Proffered food and wine the rarest; 
But she sought of him a grace : 
That beyond the camp at midnight 


Digitized by 


Goog 



86 


THE LEGEND OF JUDITH. 


She might wander forth to pray 
In the valley of Bethulia 
Till the dawning of the day. . 


XI. 

So at midnight in the valley 
Washes she her limbs so fair, 

Where the clear waves of a fountain 
Sparkle in the moonlit air,— 

Sparkle o’er the neighbouring vases, 
And the sculptured water-jars, 

From her swelling ivory body,— 

Like a gush of splintered stars. 

XII. 

Thus three days and nights she tarried. 
Praying to the Lord her God 
Every evening in the valley, 

By the fountain’s flowery sod. 

On the fourth day Holofemes 
Called his chief and favourite slave 
Who had charge of all his household,— 
And to him commandment gave. 


XIII. 


“ Summon now the Hebrew woman f 
Let her feast with me to day; 
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Wherefore should she hide her beauty 
Ever in night’s mantle grey!” 

Out then went the brave Bagoas 
From his master’s tent, and brought 
Judith to the festive table. 

Where her presence fair was sought. 

XIV. 

Flashed the wine in jewelled vases, 

As if burning but to vie 
With the Hebrew lady’s rose-lips,— 
Sprung with blood-red glitter high: 
The Assyrian Captain pledged her, 
Many a brimming goblet drank, 

Till, all sick with her sweet beauty, 
On the broidered couch he sank. 


xv. 


Hear me now, 0 Lord Jehovah, 
Strengthen now my feeble hand. 
While I free my trampled country 
From the might of Assures band”— 
And she drew his heavy faulchion, 
And she cleft his neck in twain, 

So that in the spicy wine-cups 
Plashed its hot and gory rain! 


Digitized by 


Google 



88 


THE LEGEND OF JUDITH. 


XVI. 

Then the head of Holofernes 

In a bag her servant bare 

Forth without the camp of Assur,— 

By her side the lady fair: 

Onwards still to far Bethulia 
Pressed the twain, nor stopped till they 
Saw the white walls of the city, 
Through the blackness glimmer grey. 


III. 

i» 

Like a silver trumpet ringing 
Came these accents on the blast: 

“ Open, warriors of Jehovah, 

Open, ere the dark be past; 

Open, ere the sun in glory 
Bise an emblem of His might 
Who through me has smitten Assur 
In the mid-watch of the night f ” 


ii. 


Then a buzz of eager whispers 
Hummed athwart the rushing breeze. 
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A ad with hands all clenched and straining 
Oped they as the voice decrees ; 

A id a hundred torches kindled, 

With their fierce and crimson glare 
Fiash on many an awe-struck aspect 
Gathered round the stranger there. j 


hi. 

But no stranger she ! for Judith 
Gazes o’er the trampling throng, 
And her eyes are lit with radiance 
Gleaming dark and deep and strong; 
And her nostril’s proud expansion, 
And the red arch of her lips, 

Flush with an eternal beauty,— 

As the trunkless head she strips. 


IV. 

Then a shout like thunder bursting 
Broke from the assembled host, 

And upon their knees they worship, 
In a whirl of wonder lost; 

But above the kneeling chieftains 
Stands she as a statue calm, 

With her eye yet glancing queenly, 
Though she bear no victor’s palm. 
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“ Up! the purple of the dawning 
Tips the peaks of distant hills ; 

Fall like tempest on the foemen, 

When they least may dream of ills ; 

I have wrought my part undaunted, 

See ye follow in my tract,— 

And may Heaven’s vengeance crumble 
Him who in the fight is slack ! ” 


VI. 

From the east the sun was breaking 
In a deep-red gush of gold, 

When the slaves of Holofernes, 

Mixed in medley, young and old, 
Pressed around his tent’s wide circuit, 
For they marvelled why he slept,— 
He who at the earliest trumpet 
Erst from downy pillows leapt! 

VII. 

Foremost then Bagoas enters, 

And the curtain quaking draws; 

But he falls back stiff as marble, 

For the sight his spirit awes: 
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And with open mouth the Satraps 
Starting at the sudden crash, 

To the gods howl forth their anguish, 
And their cheeks in token gash. 

VIII. 

There the headless trunk reposes 
In a pool of crusting gore, 

And across it lies his faulchion, 

All with red stains spattered o’er; 

By a woman’s spirit baffled,— 

By her hand to judgment hurled,— 
How profound thy ways, 0 Heaven, 
And how shallow thine, 0 world ! 


IX. 

But no time for thought is left them ; 
Hark ! a roar like ocean’s storm 
Thunders from the farthest trenches, 
And up springs each palsied form,— 
While the shout of the Bethulians 
Blends with bugle’s crash and clang, 
As before they leap to combat 
Poised in dread suspense they hang. 


x. 


It was only one short moment, 
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And the next the tempest broke, 

And Assyria’s ranks were shivered 
As when breezes split the smoke; 
Then the cry ran through his legions, 
“ Holofernes slaughtered lies,” 

And a universal panic 
To the ghastly sound replies ! 


XI. 

Faster than the wind they scatter, 
Faster than the wind they flee, 

Faster than the wind the Hebrews 
Follow, wearied though they be,— 

For they rested not from battle 
Till their swords were blunted broad, 
And their arms were faint with raining 
Slaughter on the foes of God ! 


XII. 


Utter was the desolation 
That befel Assyria’s bands, 

As in rout and tumult deadly 
They were swept to other lands : 
Still the recollection lingers 
Of their carnage and their fall, 

And the piles of gold and diamonds 
Which they left behind them all. 
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XIII. 

Then the victors to Bethulia 
Carry back their hoards of spoil, 

And each province of Judea 
Hails them from the finished toil; 

But their starlight in the azure 
Of the sky above their hpme, 

Clustered round the form of Judith 
Underneath the portal’s dome. 

XIV, 

There she stands, the timbrel grasping, 
And her whole soul to its tone 
Pouring forth in bursts of music 
Caught from the eternal throne : 

“ Sing the praise of Adonai, 

Aye extol His wondrous might 
Who can bring His people rescue 
In the thickest of the fight! 


xv. 

“ Like a torrent from the mountains 
Stormed Assyria to the field, 

Yet the God of battles forced him 
To a woman weak to yield ; 
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THE LEGEND OF JUDITH. 


On the mission sent, His hand-maid 
Gave to death that foe abhorred,— 

So through ages everlasting 
Halleluiah to the Lord ! ” 

XVI. 

Such the ancient tale of Jewry,— 

And, this hour, its every line, 

Through the rush and wreck of Nations, 
Speaks a lesson all divine : 

He who with the zeal of Judith 
Blazoned on tradition’s page, 

Blent the soul of truth she knew not, 
Were the Hero of his Age ! 
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TRANSLATIONS 

FROM 

THE “RONGELIEDER.” 


Shortly after the celebrated movement of Ronge and his followers in 
Germany, there appeared in that country a small volume entitled 
“ Rongelieder,”—“ Ronge-songs, or the Religious Ideas of the Pre¬ 
sent.” These Ronge-songs breathe a spirit of unbounded devotion to the 
leaders of the said movement, and exhibit also a vein of fiery and re¬ 
sistless enthusiasm, reminding us vividly of the famous war-poems of 
Korner, Arndt, and Follen, penned during the stormy period when 
the Germans rose, en masse, to shake off the hateful yoke of Napoleon. 
The interest attached to the proceedings of Ronge and his allies has 
now, in this country, almost wholly died away; and we would have 
paused, therefore, ere we included in the present compilation the suc¬ 
ceeding translated extracts, were it not that their pervading spirit i9 
one of perennial import and significance. While we have no sympathy 
with the present religious views of Ronge himself, we appreciate those 
noble aspirations after civil and ecclesiastical liberty so rife in the fol¬ 
lowing translations; and we consequently venture to express the hope 
that our readers will not see cause to regret their insertion here. For, 
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in reality, the principles of freedom are essentially the same in all ages. 
What was true of Jesuitic and absolutist reactionaires in 1844, holds 
equally true of their successors in 1849. We have now ourselves to 
contend with the same unscrupulous twin-foe,—the Jesuit and the 
despot; and, viewed in this light, the stem rebukes administered in 
the subsequent poems to these personages and their principles, cannot 
fail, we should think, to aid in nerving us for the struggle. 


THE TRIUMPH OF TRUTH. 


i. 


O, yet glooms the icy winter rushing forward on the spring, 
Wrathful as if asking why the May-breeze dares to move its 
wing,— 

But the sun, on eagle pinions, higher climbs with every day, 
Whose eternal fire no one pluck from forth the heaven may ! 


n. 

And the judgment-hour advances, when His sceptre, God the 
Just 

Seizing, with one stroke shall shatter every falsehood to the 
dust; 

Hark ! the trump of doom is pealing, and it splits in twain the 
towers 

Of those thousand shadowy dungeons, reared by old despotic 
powers. 
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hi. 

All the bolts and bars are shivered, all the gates are opened 
wide, 

And the wheat lies on the barn-floor, blows the chaff on every 
side; 

And Death springs aloft from sepulchres,—Life seeks the grave 
and dies,— 

And the masks are torn eternally from off all hollow Lies ! 


THE PILOTS. 

I* 

To the Pilots true 
In the Fatherland, 

We bring our greetings— 
We press their hand! 


ii. 

But the Pilots false 
In the German realm, 

We would with darkness 
Their spirits whelm. 


hi. 


Round the Pilots true 
We draw our bright 
H 
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Poetic dawning 
Of glory and light. 


IV. 

To the Pilots false, 
With their vessels be 
Wild death appointed 
In the yawning sea ! 


v. 

But the Pilots true— 
Their patriot soul 
Knows well the starlight 
At the holy pole. 


VI. 

The Pilots false 
With their Pirate-host, 

In the weltering waters 
Are whirled and tossed. 

vii. 

Ye Pilots true, 

We follow you on 

To the haven of gladness,— 

Jehovah’s throne. 
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VIII. 

Ye Pilots false,— 

When the storm-clouds fly, 
May your curse-laden vessel 
Founder and die! 


WAR SUMMONS. 


i. 

Not the anger of Pelides * 

Sing I;—no, another wrath 
Tears me from my peaceful visions, 
Spurs me on my stormy path. 

We have no old Troy to conquer:— 

Yet another Ilium, lo !— 

Towers aloft with walls and bulwarks,— 
Warriors, up and overthrow ! 


ii. 

Up, our century’s Atrides, 

Up, Achilles and his friend, 
Up, 0 Nestor, wisest ancient, 
Up, flee swifter than the wind! 
Up, Meriones, to battle, 

Ajax, up, thou tower of war, 
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Up, Tydides, weapon-shatt’rer, 

Up, all that heroic are ! 

in. 

Not the cannon’s voice of thunder 
In this combat may be heard;— 

No, the spirit’s fiery accents, 

And the thunder of the Word. 

Up, and I will be your mouth-piece, 

Speaking swords and lances strong, 

And the Devil’s earthly fortress 
Hurling to the dust in song. 

IV. 

Shall I paint to you the castle 
Which I mean ?—then, mark it well,— 

’Tis a stronghold full of idols, 

Whose dark powers the spirit quell. 

Night and Twilight are the warriors 
Dwelling there,—delusion, crime, 

Superstition tricked so tawdry, 

Curse the spot from ancient time. 

v. 

A gigantic cloud-like shadow 
Covers it with endless gloom, 
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Hanging high above the nations 
Like a drear and fatal tomb; 

Spiritual spring and sunshine 
Never there an entrance win ; 

Through the dull and ghastly kingdom 
Only death goes out and in. 


VI. 

Round its walls and bulwarks cluster 
Owls and frogs,—a hideous crowd ! 

Lies, and perjuries, and curses, 

Sound with broken echo loud; * 

In the fort’s infernal dungeons 
Nestles every reptile vile, 

And peers forth from out the corners 
Death with treacherous poison-smile. 

VII. 

Like Pandora’s fatal casket, 

Does this house of omens seem : 

From its vaulted gates of terror, 

Evils in a mighty stream,— 

Waves of blood, all unforgotten 
Seas of persecuting crime,— 

Have been poured through many a nation, 
And through many a darkened time. 
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VIII. 

Yet, at last, the day is dawning, 

And the fort has heard its doom; 

Its cement no longer profits,— 

Dash its fragments to the tomb; 

For the world’s voice loud is calling, 

“ Hurl it into endless night!” 

And Jehovah speaks in thunder, 

“ What ye do, perform with might ! 99 


IX. 

Up then, God’s exalted warriors, 

Up, in phalanx firm rejoice,— 

March forth at the Spirit’s watchword. 
And, ye poets, raise your voice! 

Dart your songs like fiery bomb-shells, 
Till the haughty fortress fall, 

And Death’s wide and black abysses 
Swallow trenches, towers, and all. 


x. 

Let your sharp and flaming stanzas 
Hiss like arrows through the gloom,— 
Which, all pregnant with destruction, 
Bring your enemies their doom. 
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Break the brazen yoke of bondage, 
Fall upon your serried foes,— 
Eagle-winged, or like the lightning,— 
Mighty as the ocean flows. 


XI. 

Rouse thee, decked with sword and garland, 
Noble Anastasius ! 

Herwegh, hurl the Spirit’s lances, 

Our new Luther and our Huss! 

Mosen, lines of iron be forging. 

Gleam forth, Prutz, in lurid glow; 

And with stinging, flashing, sarcasm, 
Fallersleben, forward go! 

XII. 

Nightingale of maddening music. 

Beck, poised on etherial wings, 

Sing thy storm-songs through our slumbers; 
Grey old Rueckert, strike the strings! 

Let, O Freiligrath, like hail-showers, 

Thy stern melodies be poured; 
Wackernagel, weave the cerements 
For our Age’s lies abhorred! 


XIII. 


But, enough !—your Ilium know ye 
Now, and also know my wrath,— 
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Which, a tempest-goaded rein-deer, 
Needs no, spur upon its path ; 

Up then, march to meet the foemen, 
As ye please, your poems pour,— 

Be they Iliads or Messiahs,*— 
Only, only, sleep no more! 


THE EXCOMMUNICATION. 


I. 

Oat upon the lying teachers who beneath their traitor flag. 
Fighting for the base and wicked, o’er the field of battle lag; 
Out upon the Truth’s assassins, who would madly trample far 
From day’s firmament its sunshine, from the nightly sky each 
star! 


IL 

Out upon the lazy Dives, who, when needy brothers pray, 

Each poor Lazarus that seeks him, foodless, drinkless, drives 
away; 

Out upon the hoary varlets practised in all hollow wiles, 

Who before the earth’s base idols only light their brows 
with smiles! 

* An allusion to KlopetockV great work. 
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hi. 

Out upon the godless priesthood, out upon the herd of slaves, 

Who but wear the mask of virtue,—white-washed tombs and 
trim-kept graves; 

Out upon the sainted traitors who with hearts all hardened 
now, 

Though ten thousand judgments faced them, still would sin 
with brazen brow! 


IV. 

Out upon the Consecration which they say is theirs by 

right,— 

Consecration fit for demons, into darkness changing light; 

Out upon the false Apostles, those whose very name is death; 
Out upon the graceless minions,—pestilence is in their 
breath! 


v. 

Out upon the whole dark legion, who this world into a hell 

Change, and raise themselves to heaven, yea, above it fain 
would dwell! 

Lord of glory, come in tempest, summon them before Thy 
face, 

And to desolation hurl them, freeing Europe from their 
race! 
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TO THE REFORMERS OF OUR AGE. 

i. 

Stedfast as some rock colossal, 

Clear as stars their lustre pour, 

’Mid the roaring storm of ages, 

Stands the Word for evermore; 

Sceptres shiver, Thrones and Nations 
Burst thin bubbles on the wave,—* 

But the Word remains perennial, 

Faith knows no devouring grave! 

ii. 

Small and great alike must crumble, 
Eagle, lion, worm are thrust, 

By the self-same stroke gigantic, 

Down to desolation’s dust; 

Sudden tempests boom, and sudden 
Like men's language die away,— 

Yet although their thunders perish, 
God’s Evangel sounds for aye. 


hi. 


As in Heaven’s dome of azure, 

The eternal star-lamps blaze, 

And in quenchless streams of radiance, 
Shoot to earth unnumber’d rays; 
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So the orbs of truth are glowing 
In our spiritual sky,— 

Far and near their light illumines, 
Bringing bliss to many an eye. 


iv. 

What although around their glory 
Envious Night her clouds has drawn! 
Soon before the blinded Peoples 
Just the brighter will it dawn;— 

We behold the splendour breaking, 
W'here thick mist so long has lain, 
And we sing our Easter-music 
O’er the coffin cleft in twain! 


v. 

From the ancient Hell of darkness 
Struggles forth a younger world, 

And the hostile Powers of Evil 
Down its infant strength has hurled; 
And the Star of Truth’s fair morning 
O’er our earth’s horizon burns;— 
Midnight waxes sudden mid-day, 
And the cloud to sunshine turns. 


VI. 


Love’s reviving flame celestial ' 
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Leads in triumph foe to foe, 

Joins them with the kiss of Union,— 
Scattered flocks together grow; 
Children of two hostile churches,— 
Protestants now blent in soul 
With the new-found Romish converts, 
Struggle to one glorious goal. 

VII. 

Yes ! the walls are rent in fragments, 
Which divided us so long; 

Since a Ronge’s voice has sounded, 
Rolls the river deep and strong 
Of that earnest Faith he preaches,-— 
Daily, hourly, swollen high 
By a thousand streams engulfing 
All things that before it lie. 

VIII, 

Germans ! up—prepare for battle, 
Follow our new Luther’s path; 

Heroes by the inspiration ‘ 

Of the combat’s sacred wrath. 

Down with all your hollow sophisms, 
Be your brows as free as air, 

Dash the Age’s lies to darkness, 

And let Truth your standard bear! 
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IX. 

Yes, to speak the Truth unfettered, 
Lion-hearted brothers be,— 

And your spirits’ gyves to trample, 
Stand like Luther spirit-free. 

Bid a Church rise in the Future, 
Where no Pope as Idol dwells,— 

To whose sunlit spirit-kingdoms 
Reach not Rome’s all-darkening spells. 


x. 

Let our courage then flame higher, 
Though our sorrows more abound; 
Reformation ! Reformation! 

Be our constant watchword found. 

In the death-grips with the foeman, 
May Herculean strength be ours. 

And souls bora to hurl swift vengeance 
On all Falsehood’s evil powers ! 


XI. 

Though the world were full of demons, 
Yet we would not be dismayed; 

Lo ! like flaming fiery pillars, 

God’s Host in our van arrayed. 
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Think of Luther’s matchless daring; 
His strong fortress was the Lord,— 
And the Bible that he carried, 

Flashed fear through the hostile horde. 

XII. 

For our glorious work shall triumph, 
Though all Hell against us fought, 
Threatening to engulf our legions,— 
God to us His aid has brought. 

He who splits like reeds the cedars, 

He who grinds the rocks to dust,— 

He, the Universe’s Master,— 

He is ours—we conquer must ! 


TO THE FRIENDS OF DARKNESS. 

i. 

To enthrone a brute dominion on the seat where justice reigns,— 
And the whole enfranchised world to bind in mediaeval chains,— 
And the sky to clothe with blackness, where the sunshine gleams 
so bright,— 

And to bury deep the Nations in their old sepulchral night,—- 

ii. 

And the Easter morn of Europe in its dawning life sublime 
To delete, with tyrant sword-blade, from the almanac of time,— 
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And to choke in death the cry for light of our awakened youth,— 
And to rain red gold on Falsehood, and black curses on the 
Truth,— 


hi. 

And to croak their monstrous “ Backwards,” through the world 
from pole to pole,— 

And to murder, by fix’d system, all the first fruits of the 
soul,— 

And Civilization’s index to reverse with finger fell, 

When the glorious one has scarce been struck on Freedom’s 
silver bell,— 

IV. 

And to metamorphose, by their laws, the living into things 
Fitted therefore to be manacled with serfdom’s brazen rings,— 
Laws that change the freeborn spirit to the veriest machine 
Pillaged of its own self-motion, lifeless wreck of what has been! 


v. 

This, this is of priest and Jesuit the ever-present aim, 

Who with Man’s eternal hopes thus play their foul and subtle 
game; 

But, ye holy miners, boring in the dark deep shaft, beware 
Lest your own mine, proving traitor, hurl ye howling through 
the air! 
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GREAT TIMES. 


i. 

O Brethren, be not ye despairing, 

Our world again will mighty grow; 

The twig in earth at random planted 
May wax a cedar ere ye know ! 

ii. 

Ne'er rests the power of the Creator; 

And from eternal depths may rise, 

Even where the worms blythe feast are holding 
Life in new glory to the skies. 

hi. 

The sun, like a great flaming eagle, 

Buries himself each day in gloom, 

And yet each day in new-found glory, 

Springs upwards from his ocean-tomb. 


IV. 


So sinks the world asleep for moments, 
And then shakes off its dozing dreams ; 
All history is but reaction,— 

Night flees away when daylight gleams ! 
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